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PREFACE. 

THE  attention  of  the  many  is  just  now  fixed  upon  the 
development  and  future  of  Africa. 

To  a  few  it  is  interesting  to  trace  through  past 
a^es  the  characteristics  and  traditions  of  native 
tribes. 

One  so  interested  cannot  but  note  how  small  an 
impress  is  left  upon  the  native  by  contact  with  Asiatic 
or  European  races. 

Pondos,  Kaffirs,  Zulus,  even  Hottentots,  cling  to  the 
beliefs  and  superstitions  to-day  they  held  in  the  time 
of  James  I.  of  England,  of  John  I.  of  Portugal,  of 
Solomon  of  Jerusalem. 

Such  reflections  suggest  the  gratitude  one  feels  to 
those  dauntless  explorers  who  have  given  the  world 
true  pictures  of  the  past. 

To  them,  and  to  two  or  three  friends  I  had  the 
fortune  to  meet  in  South  Africa,  I  am  indebted. 

More  than  all,  to  the  peculiar  natural  and 
romantic  beauty  of  the  country  I  owe  a  pleasure 
and  resource  that  is  shared  by  many  others. 

MRS.  FRANK  EVANS. 
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A   STAR-MESSAGE. 

Suggested  by  some  legends  of  South-East  Africa,  and  some  beliefs 
connected  with  the  supposed  kingdom  of  the  Queen  of  Sheba  in 
that  country. 


I. 

IN  a  far-away  land  that  is  now  a  ruinous  desolation 
there  lived  once  a  powerful  and  prosperous  people. 

They  claimed  descent  from  sons  of  gods. 

They  recognised  as  god  of  major  power  the  sun  ; 
of  minor  power  the  moon. 

Also  they  held  a  reverent  belief  in  the  agency  of 
stars  as  heavenly  messengers. 

But  a  Star-Message  could  only  be  transmitted 
through  a  mortal  who  had  grown  pure  hi  the  self- 
surrender  of  supreme  love,  or  supreme  suffering. 

This  is  the  history  of  one  whom  Nature  loved  too 
well,  whom  men  loved  not  enough,  whom  a  power 
greater  than  men  or  Nature  protected,  who  received  a 
star-message. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Zim  found  her  in  a  great  gourd-field. 

One  might  easily  trip  and  fall  in  a  gourd-field. 
The  coarse  succulent  vine  flings  itself  over  stone  and 
bush,  bridges  over  hollows,  clambers  up  and  down  the 
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undulating  ground  with  vigorous  intrepidity.  Every- 
where there  are  gourds,  big  and  yellow,  small  and 
green,  for  the  summer  is  waning  and  it  is  the  perfect 
time  of  gourds. 

The  children  playing  in  the  gourd-field  said  a  great 
bird  brought  her.  They  said : 

"  We  heard  a  rushing  noise,  a  great  bird  flew  over  our 
heads  making  a  shadow,  he  dropped  a  child  among  the 
gourds.  We  know  because  we  heard  the  child  cry." 

Zim  took  the  child  in  his  huge  arms.  It  was  a 
little,  sun-browned  thing,  with  great  eyes  and  masses 
of  tangled  glossy  curls.  It  was  wrapped  in  an  ample 
skirt  of  gaudy  cotton  cloth,  with  rough-cut  coral  beads 
around  its  bare  neck.  In  its  tiny  fist  it  clutched  in 
rigid  grasp  a  conch-shell 

Zim  is  very  big,  very  ugly,  very  lazy,  with  one  leg 
shorter  than  the  other.  It  was  a  time-worn  wonder 
in  the  tribe  where  his  wife  found  him.  She  kept  him 
because  among  her  people  it  was  ignominy  to  be 
husbandless. 

Zim  took  the  child  home,  fed  it  with  sour  milk, 
and  tried  to  question  it,  but  it  replied  in  words  they 
could  not  understand. 

The  wife  said : 

"  See  it  holds  a  shell.  I  will  take  the  shell."  And 
she  tried,  but  in  an  access  of  passion  the  child  struggled, 
sprang  clear  of  the  woman,  lifted  up  her  voice  and 
sang. 
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Sang  tempestuously — stamping  its  little  bare  feet 
upon  the  red  ground. 

Sang  pathetically — crossing  its  thin  brown  arms 
in  mute  appeal;  sang  despairingly — throwing  itself 
prone  upon  the  earth. 

The  woman  was  amazed,  but  Zim  said : 

"  Let  the  child  bide." 

The  woman  said  : 

"  Why,  it  is  another  to  feed,  we,  who  have  so  many 
mouths — send  it  away." 

Zim  said : 

"  She  shall  remain.  She  shall  be  nourished  with 
cow's  milk." 

Now  the  women  of  that  country  might  not  touch 
the  cattle,  so  Zim  was  master,  and  the  child  Horas 
found  a  home,  and  no  one  dared  touch  her  shell. 


II. 

ON  the  high  level  of  a  small  plateau,  up  and  up  above 
the  sea,  with  mountains  and  mountains,  an  eternity  of 
mountains  towering  away  to  the  north,  and  between 
the  mountains,  sweet  green  valleys. 

In  the  valleys  are  sun-bright  fields  of  millet  and 
gourds ;  cool  shelter  of  the  taxus  trees,  thickets  and 
thickets  of  South  Sea  roses,  and  reaches  of  swift- 


running  water. 
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Here  is  Horas'  new  home.  The  woman  she  calls 
mother  loves  her  not  because  she  is  not  kin. 

The  children  love  her  not  because  she  is  alien  and 
strange.  So  day  after  day  the  child  wanders  alone  on 
the  hillsides  or  in  the  woodlands. 

Every  morning  when  the  children  get  their  inilk 
and  bread  the  last  is  left  for  Horas,  and  she  with 
hatred  in  her  eyes  and  in  her  heart,  takes  it  grudgingly, 
and  turns  away  to  hide  herself  in  the  thickness  of  the 
forest. 

But  when  the  chief  of  the  tribe  returns  from  a 
long  hunt,  he  sends  for  Horas. 

Zim  takes  her  to  the  door  of  the  chief's  house 
under  the  great  taxus  trees,  and  there  she  sings  her 
two  songs. 

First,  the  song  the  shell  has  taught  her.  A  plain- 
tive song,  full  of  longing,  with  a  tender  heart-worn 
cadence.  A  song  of  home.  But  to  Horas  it  is  as  yet 
vaguely  real,  because  she  knows  no  past. 

Next,  the  song  the  swallow  has  taught  her.  To 
this  her  heart  yields  rapturously.  A  song  of  liberty, 
of  action,  of  love.  A  song  of  visionary  lands,  where 
homes  are  beloved  and  secure ;  where  men  are  tender 
and  strong ;  where  maidens  are  adored  as  they  are 
fair. 

Then  the  girl  lifts  her  voice  and  calls  to  the 
swallow : 

"  Take  me,  0  take  me,  swallow ! " 
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But  the  chief  is  angry.     He  says : 

"Cease  girl,  thou  hast  an  ungrateful  heart.  Go 
away  to  thy  bed,  and  sing  no  more  thy  swallow  song." 

So  Horas  moves  away  in  the  darkness,  the  chiefs 
bitter  words  in  her  ears,  Zim's  bitter  blows  about  her 
neck,  her  own  bitter  thoughts  at  her  heart. 

Not  to  bed.  Far  up  the  mountain  side  is  the 
shelter  of  a  great  rock;  there,  wrapped  in  her  tattered 
sheepskin,  she  throws  herself  upon  the  warm  red  earth 
and  makes  her  moan.  Her  poor  little  heart  is  heavy 
with  longing  and  pride  and  hatred. 

She  cries  out : 

"  I  would  I  were  great  and  strong,  and  I  would 
kill  them  !" 

No  one  hears  her,  no  one  comforts  her ;  but  the 
stars  shine  down  from  heaven,  and  the  wind  lulls  her, 
and  presently  she  is  soothed  and  sleeps  in  that  ever- 
lasting maternal  embrace  that  Nature  never  denies 
her  favourites. 

One  night  Horas  lay  against  the  rock  and  watched 
the  stars. 

As  the  night  advanced,  they  became  more  brilliant. 

One,  brighter  than  all,  shot  a  long  narrow  ray  of 
light  earthwards.  It  made  a  white  spot  on  the  dark 
rock. 

Sleeps  she,  or  wakes  she,  little  Horas  ? 

Down,  down  the  lustrous  star-path  comes  a  beau- 
tiful form  and  stops  beside  her.  He  places  upon  the 
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white  spot  of  the  rock  an  instrument  of  ten  strings 
and  plays  upon  it.  About  his  head  is  a  nimbus  of 
light.  When  he  ceases  playing,  his  voice  is  to  Horas 
sweeter  than  the  music  of  the  ten  strings. 

He  says : 

"  Little  child,  little  child,  praise  thou  the  Lord." 

Horas  cannot  speak  or  move  for  the  awe  and  joy 
that  holds  her.  Then  he  is  gone,  receding  as  he  had 
advanced  along  the  star-made  path. 

Horas  springs  up,  reaches  out  her  arms  beseech- 
ingly. She  cries : 

"  Do  not  go — do  not  leave  me.  How  shall  I  know 
to  praise  ? " 

Back  from  the  bright  path  conies  a  dazzling 
transient  flash.  The  vision  is  gone,  but  glistening  on 
the  dark  earth  at  her  feet  is  a  clear  sparkling  crystal. 

Horas  puts  it  in  her  bosom  with  a  sigh  of  disap- 
pointment. She  cries  : 

"  How  shall  I  know  ? "  Yet  in  her  heart  of 
hearts  she  is  comforted  with  a  vague  but  abiding 
sense  of  gain. 


HI. 

THE  gourds  are  all  gathered  now.  The  straggling  vine 
is  sere  and  leafless,  but  in  the  reaches  by  the  river- 
side the  South  Sea  roses*  are  putting  on  their  glossy 

*  Oleanders. 
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green,  and  soon  their  great  soft  buds  will  be  bursting 
into  gorgeous  bloom. 

The  South  Sea  roses  and  the  gourds  have  suc- 
ceeded one  another  many  times  since  first  Zim  found 
the  little  brown  baby  Horas  among  the  gourds. 

Zim's  wife  loves  her  no  better  now  than  she 
did  then. 

When  Horas  hears  the  children  calling  to  each 
other  "  Mtakama  "  (child  of  my  mother),  her  heart 
aches  with  a  cruel  hurt  of  loneliness.  She  thrusts 
herself  within  the  close  thicket  of  the  South  Sea  roses 
and  wanders  aimlessly,  the  misery  at  her  heart  grow- 
ing, growing. 

Once  wandering  so,  she  comes  late  to  the  home 
of  her  foster  mother.  It  is  dark.  The  woman 
says : 

"  Lazy  girl ;  wilt  thou  for  ever  eat  our  bread  and 
labour  not  ? " 

Horas  says : 

"  Nay,  I  will  eat  of  thy  bread  no  longer." 

Zim  from  the  darkness  calls  out : 

"  Let  be,  wife  ;  let  the  maid  bide." 

But  the  wife  is  angry,  for  she  labours  early  and 
late,  and  Zim  is  idle,  and  there  are  many  mouths. 
She  cries  out : 

"  She  shall  not  bide — a  greedy,  lazy  vagabond  I  " 

The  woman  seizes  a  burning  brand  from  the  fire 
and  hurls  it  at  the  girl. 
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Horas  springs  aside,  and  the  brand  catches  Zim  as 
he  lies  under  the  trees. 

With  a  yell  of  rage  and  pain  he  rushes  at  the 
woman — but  Horas  is  quicker. 

The  woman  lies  upon  the  ground,  the  firelight 
showing  a  bleeding  mark  upon  her  cheek — the  mark 
of  a  shell. 

"  Horas,  Horas.  thou  wilt  die  for  this !  Quick, 
quick  !  we  must  fly  !  " 

Zim  seizes  her  hand,  and  together  they  plunge  unto 
the  darkness. 

The  water  of  the  little  river  at  the  bottom  of  the 
valley  is  cold  at  midnight,  but  they  two,  fevered  with 
passion,  heed  it  not.  With  the  superstition  of  his 
race,  Zim  grasps  his  imifize,  the  charm  against  the 
power  of  river  spirits ;  but  Horas'  only  thought  is 
hate,  hate,  hate  ! 

Up  the  mountain  side  the  uneven  ground  dips 
here  and  there  into  wider  hollows,  and  higher  yet  the 
rocks  stand  out  bare,  black,  square. 

At  last,  at  a  sharp  angle  of  overhanging  crag,  they 
stop  and  throw  themselves  beneath  its  shelter. 

The  stars  are  shining  now.  Horas  feels  for  the 
crystal  and  draws  it  forth,  but  it  is  dull  and  lustreless 
in  the  starlight.  She  replaces  it  in  her  bosom  and  a 
hard,  cold  stupor  settles  on  her  heart. 

The  knowledge  of  evil,  or  the  knowledge  of  good, 
is  not  either  a  revelation  { 
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Zim  says : 

"  Horas,  we  can  never  return,  we  are  outcast.  I 
have  kept  thee  these  many  moons,  now  thou  shalt 
labour  for  me.  I  have  a  plan." 

Horas  says : 

"  What  is  thy  plan  ?  " 

Zim  says : 

"  We  will  journey  northwards — there  are  many 
villages  northwards.  At  the  villages  thou  shalt  sing 
and  I  will  beg  ;  but  thou  must  be  disguised  or  perhaps 
I  should  not  be  able  to  protect  thee." 

Horas  looked  at  him.  Ugh !  he  was  so  ugly,  so 
revolting,  with  a  cunning  sinister  look  in  his  small 
eyes.  The  cold  hard  stupor  settles  down  upon  her 
heart.  Then  they  arise,  and  walk  on  and  on  in  the 
darkness. 

Next  day  at  sunset  they  approach  a  village. 

Zim  puts  Horas  into  the  leafy  thickness  of  a  tree 
and  covers  her  with  his  eland  skin  ;  then  he  goes  into 
the  village  and  calls  out : 

"  Sing,  my  bird  ! " 

Horas  sings  from  under  the  eland  skin  in  the  tree. 

When  she  ceases  Zim  cries  : 

"Who  will  give  me  food  ?  a  little  milk  and  bread 
for  my  bird,  and  meat  for  me  ?  " 

He  has  no  lack,  for  the  people  are  fain  to  hear  the 
bird  sing  again.  - 

When  it  is  quite  dark  Zim  returns  to  the  tree,  and 
•    \\  2 
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gives  to  Horas  the  inilk  and  bread.  Then  they  resume 
their  weary  journey,  finding  shelter  from  the  heat  of 
the  sun,  and  rest  as  best  they  can. 


iv. 

the  South  Sea  roses  were  ablaze  with  bloom, 
and  thousands  of  the  gorgeous  petals  shed,  and  the 
gourd-fields  cool  and  fresh  in  the  tender  green  of  their 
young  leaves,  and  the  sun  pitilessly  hot,  Horas  made 
herself  a  hood  of  plaited  reeds  to  be  cooler  than  the 
eland  skin. 

One  day  she  said : 

"  Shall  we  go  on  for  ever,  Zim  ?  May  we  not  bide 
;i  while  < " 

Zim  said : 

"  How  shall  I  get  food  if  we  abide  ?  I  should  have 
to  work.  No,  it  is  better  to  journey  on." 

One  dark  evening,  plodding  through  the  forest, 
they  carne  upon  a  lonely,  dark  house. 

Zim  said : 

"  It  is  deserted ;  someone  has  died  there."  And 
he  clutched  at  his  charms. 

Horas  laughed.     She  said  : 

"  I  fear  not  the  dead.  I  will  go  in  and  rest  awhile 
till  thou  go  and  return  again." 

But  the  house  was  not  deserted.  There  was  a 
woman  within,  and  a  dim  light. 
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Horas  said  : 

"  Art  thou  living  or  dead  ? " 

The  woman  said  : 

"  I  am  alive.  I  am  a  forsaken  wife  and  childless. 
I  live  here  alone  and  hide  my  misery." 

Horas  said : 

"  I,  too,  am  alone  and  forsaken." 

Then  the  woman  held  out  her  arms  in  the  dim 
light,  and  Horas  crept  within  the  embrace,  and  they 
wept  together. 

Horas  told  all  her  life's  tale. 

She  said : 

"  What  shall  I  do  ?  How  shall  I  see  my  crystal 
clear  once  more  ? " 

The  woman  said : 

"  To  suffer — to  suffer  willingly.  Wilt  thou  choose 
to  suffer  for  those  thou  dost  not  love  ?  " 

Horas  wept.  She  drew  forth  the  crystal,  and  in 
the  dim  light  it  sparkled.  She  said  : 

"  Yes,  I  will  choose  to  suffer." 

The  childless  woman  said  : 

"  We  will  offer  ourselves  for  slaves.  There  is  si 
man  at  the  great  river  who  will  give  beads  and  copper 
and  gold  for  slaves.  We  will  sell  ourselves,  and  Zini 
shall  have  the  price  and  return  and  find  favour  again 
with  his  tribe.  We  will  sell  ourselves  to  Ali  Zahr,  the 
slave  dealer."  . 

Zim  returned  and  they  told  him. 
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Zim  said : 

"  It  is  true  there  is  a  slave  dealer  at  the  river ;  I 
have  heard  it  in  the  village.  He  will  take  you  a  long, 
long  journey,  and  sell  you  again  to  the  great  Queen 
at  Fura."* 

Horas  said  : 

"  We  will  go." 

Zim  said : 

"  I  have  heard  there  are  thousands  and  thousands 
at  Fura.  When  thou  art  come  to  the  great  Queen, 
Horas,  thou  wilt  rejoice  that  I  found  thee  in  the  gourd- 
field  and  brought  thee  hither." 

Horas  laughed.     She  said : 

"  Thou  hast  beads  now  instead  of  a  bird  to  buy 
thee  meat." 

So  Zim  and  Horas  parted  and  saw  one  another  no 

more. 

*  *  *  -x-  * 

Ali  Zahr  was  a  cruel  man. 

Horas  suffered  hunger  and  thirst,  taunts  and 
stripes.  At  times  came  the  hard,  cold  stupor  at  her 
heart,  and  the  crystal  was  dull  Then  the  woman 
who  was  not  her  mother,  yet  suffered  voluntarily  with 
her,  wept  with  her  and  said : 

"  Look  for  me,  dear." 

And  because  there  was  nothing  but  love — love  for 
one  another  in  their  two  hearts,  Horas  looked  again 

*  The  palace  of  the  Queen  of  Sheba. 


A  STAR-MESSAGE.  13 

and  through  tears  saw  clear  brightness,  and  within 
the  brightness  children's  faces. 

The  childless  woman  said  : 

"  Even  so  I  see  children's  faces  when  I  dream. 
Perhaps  there  will  be  children  for  me  in  the  '  New 
Life.' " 

v. 

FAR  away  to  the  north  of  the  gourd-fields  and  the 
South  Sea  roses  is  the  palace  Fura. 

Its  walls  cover  the  western  slope  of  a  great 
mountain.  At  the  mountain's  base  is  the  broad  valley 
of  a  broad  river. 

Corn  and  rice  stand  thick  in  the  fields.  Sheep 
and  cattle  in  the  river  meadows. 

Adars*  are  so  dense  their  blue  berries  are  like  rock 
faces  on  the  hill  sides.  The  perfume  of  the  adars  is 
heavy  on  the  air. 

The  great  hall  of  Fura  is  dazzling  with  white  of 
polished  wood  and  stone,  with  splendour  of  gold  and 
gems.  At  one  end  is  the  throne  of  virgin  beaten  gold. 
The  throne  of  the  great  Queen  Balkis.f 

Around  the  throne  are  ever  a  band  of  white-clad 
maidens ;  sometimes  who  scatter  roses ;  sometimes 
who  shake  perfume ;  sometimes  who  make  music. 
For  Balkis  is  right  royal,  and  there  are  thousands  who 
live  but  to  do  her  pleasure. 

*  A  species  of  Juniper.  *  The  Queen  of  Sheba. 
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Upon  the  marvellous  hand- wrought  cloths  of 
Asshur  lies  Balkis. 

One  who  is  near  speaks  softly,  and  says : 

"  Will  Balkis  the  Queen  listen  ?  Behold,  there  is 
the  slave-seller,  AH  Zahr,  returned  from  the  forests  of 
the  south.  Will  the  Queen  listen  ?  " 

Balkis  says : 

'  Why  should  I  listen  ? " 

The  one  who  is  near  says  : 

"  Will  Balkis  the  Queen  listen  ?  Ali  Zahr  has 
brought  a  maiden  from  out  the  forests  of  the  south, 
and  she  can  sing  to  please  the  gods." 

Balkis  says : 

"  Bid  them  approach." 

So  Ali  Zahr  drew  nigh,  and  with  him  Horas. 

Horas  chained  with  iron  bands  between  the  woman 
who  was  not  her  mother,  and  another. 

The  two  women  dropped  upon  their  knees  when 
they  were  brought  before  Balkis,  but  Horas  stood  up- 
right, her  wrists  held  down,  the  wavy  masses  of  her 
hair  tossed  back,  her  eyes  defiant.  Ali  Zahr  took  her 
roughly  by  the  bare  shoulder.  He  said  : 

"  Sing." 

Horas  said  : 

"  Loose  me,"  but  flinched  not. 

The  woman  who  was  not  her  mother  looked  up 
with  weary,  pleading  eyes.  She  whispered : 

"  Child  of  my  desolation  I " 
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Then  Horas  sang— sang  the  old  song  of  her  shell 
Standing  there  bound,  travel-worn,  helpless,  with 
bruised  feet  and  hanging  hands.  Sang  of  a  peace  and 
happiness  she  had  never  known. 

The  Queen  said : 

'•  Loose  the  maid.  Give  Ah"  Zahr  his  price  and 
send  hun  away."  And  it  was  done. 

Balkis  said : 

"  Wilt  sing  again,  maiden  ?  " 

Horas  sang ;  sang  the  swallow's  song,  and  forgot 
her  pain,  reached  out  her  fetter-freed  arms  and  lost 
herself  in  the  joy  of  the  swallow's  pictured  land. 

And  as  she  sang  many  pressed  within  the  great 
stone  hall  to  listen. 

And  as  she  sang  the  light  of  the  evening  sun 
made  a  path  of  light  from  a  far  doorway. 

And  as  she  sang  there  came  within  the  far  door- 
way one,  holding  in  his  hands  an  instrument  of  ten 
strings. 

And  as  she  sang  she  moved  herself  a  little  to  the 
eager  burden  of  the  song,  when  suddenly  her  eyes 
caught  sight  of  the  form  in  the  far  doorway,  standing 
within  the  path  of  light. 

The  song  ceased.  When  they  bade  Horas  continue 
she  heeded  not. 

When  they  said ,  "  What  is  it  ( "  she  said : 

"  The  instnuiient  of  ten  strings." 

Bulkis  said : 
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"  Take  the  girl  away  to  the  house  of  my  maidens. 
Let  her  be  refreshed  and  clothed  anew." 

So  the  officers  of  the  palace  of  Fura  led  forth  the 
three  slaves,  out  of  the  great  stone  hall  into  the  greater 
courtyard  beyond.  There,  one  took  the  childless 
woman  somewhat  roughly,  to  separate  her  from  Horas. 

A  dangerous  light  flashed  in  the  girl's  eyes.  She 
drew  the  woman  who  was  not  her  mother  closer  to 
herself.  But  the  man  laughed  aloud  and  caught  at 
the  woman  by  her  hair. 

Horas  sprang  at  him  and  struck  out  at  his  face. 
There  was  something  in  her  hand.  The  blow  she 
dealt  was  powerful. 

He  fell  to  the  ground,  and  on  his  brow  was  a 
bleeding  mark — the  mark  of  a  shell. 

Horas  stood  defiant,  the  woman  who  was  not  her 
mother  gathered  to  her  breast.  She  cried  : 

"  No  one  shall  take  from  me  my  one  mother  ! " 

So  a  great  tumult  arose.  Many  ran  from  the  great 
hah1  and  from  other  parts  of  the  palace,  and  they 
cried : 

"  The  slave  girl  has  killed  the  Queen's  officer  ! " 

Some  ran  to  tell  Balkis,  but  no  one  touched 
Horas. 

Then  the  childless  woman  spoke  gently.  She 
said : 

"  Horas,  dear  child  of  my  desolation,  do  not  con- 
tend. Even  the  meanest,  the  most  despised,  shall 
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attain  joy  at  last.     In  the  '  New  Life '  I  shall  watch 
over  thee,  and  in  trouble  I  will  be  always  near  thee." 

Then  the  poor  childless  woman  sank  down  upon 
the  ground,  and  her  spirit  fled  away,  for  she  had 
endured  all  her  lot  of  suffering. 


VI. 

HORAS  sat  upon  a  great  hewn  stone  in  the  garden  of 
Fura. 

Was  it  the  little  Horas,  who  once  lay  hidden  in 
a  gourd-field  of  the  south,  whom  Zim  carried  in  his 
arms  ? 

Now  it  is  a  woman  grown,  queenly  maiden.  They 
had  clothed  her  with  a  fine,  embroidered  robe,  and 
combed  her  glossy  hair,  binding  its  weight  back 
from  her  wide  brow  with  fillets  of  gold. 

If  she  had  borne  the  grief  of  loneliness  before,  it 
had  been  in  the  freedom  of  the  virgin  forest,  or  in  the 
responsive  sympathy  of  one  devoted  companion. 
Now  she  tasted  the  full  bitterness  of  gilded  cap- 
tivity. 

In  the  numerous  throng  about  the  throne  of 
Balkis  the  maiden  knew  herself  more  than  ever 
friendless  and  forsaken. 

Horas  sat  upon  a  great  hewn  stone  in  the  garden 
of  Fura. 
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One  drew  nigh  ;  he  held  in  his  hand  an  instrument 
of  ten  strings.  He  said : 

"  Horas,  art  thou  alien  ?  I,  too,  am  alien — I,  too, 
a  stranger  and  sojourner." 

Horas  said : 

"  Hast  thou  then  no  home,  no  country,  no 
kindred  ? " 

Jubal  said : 

"  Yea,  all  three,  but  far  from  Fura,  Never- 
theless, I  shall  one  day  return,  for  my  God  is  mer- 
ciful." 

Horas  said  : 

"  There  is  no  God.  The  earth  and  the  heavens 
are  made  for  Kings  and  their  Might.  Does  the  Sun 
hear  the  groaning  of  the  bondmen  ?  Does  the  Moon 
listen  to  the  cry  of  the  oppressed  ?  Who  dare 
promise  there  is  a  '  New  Life,'  even  for  such  patient 
souls  as  my  one  mother  ? " 

Jubal  said : 

"  There  is  one  Lord,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth- 
Maker  of  thee,  O  most  beautiful  Horas." 

The  maiden  gazed  at  him. 

Jubal  played  upon  the  instrument  of  ten  strings, 
and  sang  softly  a  song — a  song  of  the  great  poet  of 
his  land — the  burden  oft  recurring :  "  Praise  thou  the 
Lord ; "  the  promise  :  "  Who  saveth  thy  life  from 
destruction." 

Softly  the  maid  drew  towards  the  musician. 
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The  sinking  sun  dropped  into  the  river  far  below 
them.  The  sky  became  warm  red,  gold,  grey. 

The  song  ended.  The  sheltering  mantle  of 
summer  darkness  fell  around  them. 

The  ineffable  solace  of  purest  sympathy  enfolded 
them. 

Hand  to  hand,  heart  to  heart,  soul  to  soul,  under 
the  shadow  of  the  One  Almighty. 

Horas,  the  self-sold  slave. 

Jubal,  the  willing  fugitive. 


VII. 

THROUGH  the  sweet  summer,  day  after  day,  the  two 
exiles  sought  one  another. 

Jubal  told  Horas  of  his  far-off  land,  and  his  telling 
seemed  to  her  sweeter  than  the  swallow's  song. 

He  told  her  of  a  great  king  whose  wisdom  and 
wealth  dominated  the  world  ;  of  valiant  men,  of  fair 
maids,  of  sweet  singers,  and  of  the  one  great  God,  by 
whose  blessing  all  power  and  glory  and  happiness  was 
secured. 

Horas  told  Jubal  of  the  gourd-fields,  and  the 
South  Sea  roses,  and  the  shell ;  last  of  all  of  the 
precious  crystal. 

One  day  she  showed  it  to  him.     He  said : 

"  They  search  day  by  day  in  the  earth  here  for  less 
than  this.  Canst  thou  see  aught  in  it,  Horas  ? " 
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And  Horas,  gazing  steadfastly,  longing  with  fervent 
soul  to  perceive  something  familiar  in  her  lover's  eyes, 
said: 

"  I  see  chariots  of  gold,  and  therein  young  men 
with  flowing,  gold-powdered  locks ;  and  one,  most 
radiant  of  them  all,  in  the  midst,  whose  face  is  calm 
with  power." 

Jubal  said : 

"  It  is  the  Lord's  anointed." 

».•*"*-._#••.'# 

Now  there  were  some  who  went  before  the  Queen 
Balk  is,  and  said  : 

"  Will  the  Queen  listen  ?  Behold,  there  are  two, 
the  musician  Jubal,  and  Horas  the  slave,  and  they  are 
ever  whispering  together." 

So  Balkis  sent  for  Jubal,  and  said  : 

"  Jubal,  what  do'st  thou  here  at  Fura  ? " 

Jubal  said : 

"  Would  to  God,  O  Queen,  I  might  depart !  Lo, 
the  ships  of  Hiram,  my  master,  yet  tarry  at  the  sea- 
shore." 

Balkis  said : 

"  Thou  hast  my  leave  to  go,  Jubal."  Yet  she 
smiled,  for  she  knew  he  would  not  take  his  leave. 

He  said : 

"  O  Queen,  I  thank  thec  !  yet,  0  Queen,  I  would 
fain  take  a  gift  from  thee  to  my  own  land.  May  1 
have  leave  to  ask,  O  Queen  ?  " 
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Balk  is  said : 

"  What  wilt  thou,  Jubal  ?  " 

He  said : 

"  The  maiden  Horas  to  be  my  wife." 

Balkis  laughed.     She  said  : 

"  Not  so,  I  should  indeed  appear  witless.  Nay. 
thou  shalt  remain  at  Fura  yet  a  space,  and  tell  me 
further  of  thy  king,  and  of  his  wisdom." 

Jubal  said  : 

"  Wilt  thou  indeed  listen,  O  Queen  ?  Behold,  Horas 
has  a  star-stone,  in  the  which  she  can  see  much  that 
is  both  marvellous  and  true ;  ask  her  of  my  king." 

Then  Horas  was  brought  into  the  great  stone  hall 
by  the  Queen's  command,  and  stood  before  the  golden 
throne  of  Balkis. 

Balkis  said : 

"  Listen,  slave.  The  Queen  of  Heaven  deigns 
sometimes  to  send  to  mortals  a  star-message ;  I  am 
told  thou  hast  received  such — is  this  true  ?  Speak, 
as  the  gods  give  thee  grace." 

Horas  lifted  her  eyes  and  sought  the  eager  eyes 
of  her  lover,  then  drew  from  her  bosom  the  precious 
crystal  given  her  so  long  ago,  and  proffered  it  to  the 
Queen. 

Balkis  said : 

"  Nay,  it  is  not  for  me  ;  look  thou,  and  tell  the 
message." 

Horas  moved  a  little  and  sought,  unabashed  by 
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fear  or  shame,  the  hand  of  her  lover,  before  she  beut 
her  earnest  gaze  upon  the  stone.  And  as  she  gazed, 
softly  the  great  stone  hall  filled  with  people.  And  as 
she  gazed,  the  warm  still  sunlight,  through  a  far  door- 
way, fell  upon  the  white  stone,  and  whiter  wood  ;  the 
golden  throne ;  the  bending  form  of  the  gazing 
maid. 

And  as  she  gazed,  the  perfume  of  a  thousand 
spices  burdened  the  air,  so  still — so  still. 

Then  the  gazing  maid,  the  alien  slave  maid,  lifted 
her  voice  and  sang  : 

"  I  see  a  great  throne  of  ivory  and  gold  and  precious 
stones,  and  thereon  the  Lord's  anointed.  There  is 
none  so  great,  for  his  God  hath  exalted  him  ;  there  is 
none  so  wise,  for  the  Almighty  has  gifted  him  with 
wisdom  beyond  all  mortals.  All  the  kings  of  the  earth 
delight  to  honour  him.  All  his  joy  is  in  the  Lord, 
his  God." 

She  ceased,  and  again  there  was  a  great  quiet,  and 
the  sunlight  faded  and  faded. 

The  Queen  spoke.     She  said  : 

"  It  is  enough.  I  may  not  doubt  this  star-message. 
Horas,  Jubal,  ye  are  free.  Take  the  maid  to  thy 
wife,  Jubal — no  slave,  but  free — and  return  to  thine 
own  country — to  thine  own  great  king,  to  thy  greater 
God.  And  thou,  Horas,  draw  nigh." 

So  Horas  drew  nigh  and  knelt  before  the  feet  of 
the  Queen, 
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Balkis  said : 

"  Because  thou  hast  received  and  guarded  this  star- 
message,  thou  art  blessed  of  our  gods.  Twice  blessed . 
for  doubtless  the  great  God  of  thy  husband  shall  bless 
thee.  The  heart  is  purified  by  love  or  suffering. 
Verily  thou  art  found  worthy.  Go  in  peace." 

Then  Balkis  rose  up  and  taking  the  hand  of  Horas 
lifted  her  up,  and  set  a  kiss  upon  her  brow,  and  put 
her  willing  hand  into  the  hand  of  Jubal  her  lover : 
and  they  two  went  out  into  the  summer  darkness 
together. 


VIII. 

THE  hot  sun  smote  upon  the  many  Avails  and  round 
towers  of  Fura  when  Jubal  and  Horas  quitted  its 
precincts. 

Their  way  lay  down  the  eastern  slope  of  the 
mountain  to  where  the  ships  were  loading  at  the 
sea-coast — loading  with  wood  and  gold  and  spice : 
bound  for  the  long  journey  northwards. 

The  lovers  went  not  empty-handed.  Balkis  had 
sent  forward  for  them  great  boxes  of  sweet  wood  filled 
with  rich  raiment,  gold  and  precious  stones. 

Horas  wore  upon  her  neck  a  finely-wrought  chain 
of  gold,  wherein  were  cunningly  fixed  both  green  and 
amber  gems,  and  from  the  centre  hung  the  matchless 
clear  crystal — the  Star-Message. 
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Ah — but  the  maid  had  found  that  which  is  yet 
more  precious. 

Neither  the  gold  of  Ophir,  nor  sapphires,  nor 
crystal,  nor  pearls,  nor  rubies  can  equal  it.  Neither 
the  topaz  of  Ethiopia. 


CHRISTUS. 

Founded  on  some  incidents  during  the  Portuguese  crusades  against 
the  Mahomedans  of  South  Africa,  and  on  some  Hottentot 
legends. 


THREE  hundred  years   ago   three  ships   sailed  away 
from  a  Christian  port  with  a  cross  at  the  helm. 

He  who  commanded  was  a  Christian  knight,  eager 
for  the  triumph  of  his  God-power — Christus  ;  eager  to 
subdue  a  foreign  God-power — Allah. 

The  land  he  sought  Avas  an  unknown  land  to  him, 
and  an  alien  land  to  the  worshippers  of  Allah. 

With  fervent  zeal  and  loyal  heart  he  called  daily 
upon  his  God  : 

"  Christus  !  Christus  !  " 

Yet  it  served  his  God  that  he  lost  his  life  and 
failed  in  his  endeavour. 

Years  after,  three  ships  sailed  again  southward 
from  peninsula  to  peninsula;  and  after   that,  again 
once  more    three  ships  from  peninsula  to  peninsula 
this  time  northwards,  back  from  the  land  of  Tikquoa* 
and  Allah,  back  to  the  land  of  Christus. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Far,  far  away,  at  a  point  where  the  waters  of  two 

*  God  of  the  Hottentots. 
C  2 
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southern  seas  are  united,  there  is  a  bay  of  exceeding 
beauty.  Its  opening  is  to  the  south.  Its  western 
shore  is  a  peninsula,  whose  lofty  mountain  heights  are 
covered  with  blooming  trees  and  flowers  all  the  year. 
Whose  plains  are  for  ever  fair  with  verdure  and  soft 
shadows.  A  land  best  beloved  of  all  gods.  Three 
lovers  have  wooed  her  for  centuries  with  passionate, 
everlasting  idolatry.  The  sun,  the  south  wind,  the 
sea  Enriched,  environed  by  such  love,  this  land  owns 
:i  radiant  perfection,  unrivalled  as  it  is  unfamed.  If 
at  times  some  jealous  conflicts  mar  the  harmony  of 
the  wooing,  yet  is  this  mistress  not  dismayed,  for  she 
is  Nature's  own  child,  and  but  loves  the  sun  the  better 
that  he  is  sometimes  sullen,  sometimes  fierce ;  or  the 
wind,  or  the  sea,  that  after  days  and  nights  of  tempes- 
tuous combat  each  comes  sobbing  up  about  her  feet 
with  wistful  supplication. 

In  the  long  ago  days,  when  this  land  was  peopled 
by  her  native  children — Korannas  and  Bosjesmans*— 
there  lived  in  a  luxuriant  valley  a  tribe  whose  heredi- 
t  ary  chief  was  young  and  ambitious.  He  had  taken 
for  his  wife  a  beautiful  maiden  from  an  alien  nation 
who  owned  Allah  for  their  God.  The  beautiful  maid 
Seleyda  came  to  Guluwe,  the  Khu  Khoi,t  young  and 
richly  dowered ;  and,  above  all,  she  lavished  on  him 
the  entire  and  only  love  of  a  passionate  heart  of  a 
passionate  race. 

*  Hottentots  and  Bushmen.  f  Chief  of  Chiefs. 
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She  had  prayed  day  and  night  to  Allah  to  send 
her  a  true  love.  What  is  the  power  of  a  God  ? 

After  the  space  of  a  few  inoons  her  husband 
wearied  of  her  because  there  was  no  "  little  son." 

Guluwe  wearied  of  Seleyda,  and  the  women  of  his 
tribe  were  aware,  and  scoffed  at  her  because  there  was 
no  "  little  son." 

Days  and  nights  Seleyda  wept  bitter  tears,  and 
called  upon  her  God-power  with  all  the  might  of  her 
injured  womanhood. 

"  Allah  !  Allah !  That  I  may  have  a  little  son. 
AUah  !  Allah  !  " 

One  day  at  sunrise  she  arose  and  washed  away  her 
tears,  clad  herself  in  the  richest  of  her  jewelled  robes, 
and  sought  her  husband. 

Guluwe  sat  at  the  door  of  his  house  under  the 
cool  shade  of  the  pine-trees.  Seleyda  left  her  people 
a  little  space,  and  approaching,  knelt  before  her  lord, 
erstwhile  her  lover.  She  said : 

"  0  Heaven-born  !  O  my  Heart's  Heart !  Listen  a 
little  to  Seleyda.  I  know  how  small — how  poor  a 
thing  I  am  in  thine  eyes,  yet  have  pity;  see,  I  am 
scoffed  at  by  the  women  of  thy  tribe.  Remember,  I 
pray  thee,  I  am  not  their  sister,  but  an  alien.  Shall 
the  rose  expand  except  the  sun  shine  upon  her  / 
But  the  lily  dies  not  in  the  shade.  Suffer  me  to 
depart  hence  a  little.  Bethink  thee  of  the  long  grassy 
pastures  by  the  sea.  The  Korannas  love  not  the  sea, 
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but  I  love  it.  Suffer  ine  to  depart  hence — I  and  my 
people,  and  the  people  and  the  flocks  thou  shalt  give 
me  to  guard  for  thee.  There  will  I  build  me  houses 
and  watch  over  thy  flocks ;  and  there,  O  my  lord,  my 
beloved,  perhaps  wilt  thou  sometimes  repair  to  lighten 
the  solitude  of  Seleyda." 

Guluwe  was  not  ungentle  ;  he  drew  his  love-lorn 
wife  towards  him,  pressed  his  lips  upon  her  jewelled 
brow,  and  said : 

"  Even  so,  my  Seleyda ;  do  as  thou  wilt  and  fear 
not.  Am  I  not  Khu  Khoi  ?  " 

So  Seleyda  builded  houses  and  established  herself 
and  all  her  people,  and  the  servants  and  slaves  of  her 
husband,  on  the  grassy  pastures  that  slope  from  the 
mountains  to  the  south,  with  the  sea  to  the  east  and 
the  sea  to  the  west.  And  the  flocks  and  herds  of 
Guluwe,  her  husband,  fed  upon  the  sun-warmed 
mountain  sides. 

Guluwe  came  to  see  Seleyda,  his  wife,  at  first  from 
moon  to  moon  ;  but  after  a  while  the  intervals  became 
longer  and  longer,  and  the  visits  shorter  and 
shorter. 

When  the  crescent  moon  arose  in  the  night-sky, 
Seleyda  sent  all  her  people  who  were  Korannas 
up  the  valley  to  keep  the  vigil  of  the  crescent  with 
the  rest  of  the  tribe. 

Once  when  they  were  gone  a  great  joy  came  to 
her.  A  little  child  lav  in  her  bosom.  Her  first 
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thought  was :  "  Ah,  my  husband  will  love  me  now 
when  he  sees  this  little  daughter."  Then  a  great  fear 
came  upon  her.  What  if  he  should  love  only  th<i 
little  daughter,  and  take  her  away  to  himself  I 
So  Seleyda  vowed  to  herself  that  she  would  keep 
her  knowledge  and  her  treasure,  and  the  babe  was 
reared  in  secret  in  her  mother's  house.  Only  when 
all  were  at  rest  Seleyda  took  her  little  one  forth  into 
the  sweet  night  air.  Yet  the  maid  grew  more  beauti- 
ful in  the  moonlight  than  ever  another  in  the 
sunlight. 

When,  after  this,  Guluwe  came  to  visit  his  wife, 
unconsciously  he  missed  in  her  soft  eyes  the  pleading, 
hopeless  look  of  unrequited  love. 

The  little  maid  grew  to  be  strong  and  tall.  Her 
mother  had  chosen  two  Koranna  maids  to  be  her 
companions.  If  Daimtis  and  Demazana  were  lovely, 
it  was  as  the  stars  are  to  the  moon.  As  for  Rajiis, 
the  luminous  depth  of  the  still,  tropical  night  was  in 
her  eyes ;  the  darkness  of  its  shadows  in  her  luxuriant 
hair ;  the  clear  warm  pallor  of  the  moonflowers  in  her 
brow  and  throat.  Perhaps  the  prayers  to  Allah  won 
her  these. 

Perhaps  the  unuttered  desire  of  her  father's  heart, 
when  he  kept  the  vigil  of  the  crescent  moon,  won  from 
Tikquoa  the  perfect  beauty  of  her  supple  limbs  and 
untutored  grace. 

To   Daiiniis   and   Demazana,  Seleyda  gave  gown 


3O         LEGENDARY  LANDMARKS  OF  AFRICA. 

and .  kaross*  of  finest  lambswool,  with  chains  of 
sparkling  beads  for  ankles,  arms,  and  throat ;  but 
her  daughter  she  clad  with  the  rich  embroidered 
stuff  of  her  own  far  land,  binding  the  long,  £ne  tresses 
of  the  maid  with  her  own  bridal  gems,  changeable  as 
the  sea,  glistening  as  the  early  dew. 

Half-way  up  the  mountain  is  a  clear,  still  pool. 
One  moonlit  night  the  maids  stood  among  the  green 
and  pink  anemones  at  its  edge,  gazing  in  to 
measure  each  her  beauty  and  her  destiny.  Daimtis 
said  : 

<:  For  my  love,  he  must  be  strong  and  grand  and 
powerful" 

Demazana  said  : 

"  My  love  must  love  me  best  of  all." 

Then  to  Raj  us  they  said  : 

"  What  wilt  thou,  Most  Beautiful  ?  " 

Looking  into  the  clear,  still  pool,  seeing  therein  her 
own  deep  eyes  and  deeper  heart,  Raj  us  said : 

"  When  I  find  my  love,  I  shall  know  and  love  him 
always,  always,  always ! " 

She  spoke  the  passion  of  her  race — to  love  at  sight, 
and  for  ever. 

Often  they  wandered  along  the  sands.  The  jubi- 
lant surf  sparkles  and  laughs  to  the  calm  ripple  of 
the  tranquil  bay — quiet,  limitless  in  the  starlight, 
treacherous  in  its  exceeding  beauty,  treacherous  in  its 

*  Mantle. 
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love-laden  song — the  song  of  a  passion-tossed,  change- 
ful heart. 

Where  the  curve  of  the  bay  inclines  to  the  north 
is  a  narrow  cove,  deep,  deep-piled  with  sand,  white,  glis- 
tening sand — wave  upon  wave,  hill  upon  hill — silent, 
sunlit  in  the  calm,  still  days ;  towering,  swirling,  blind- 
ing, inexorable  in  the  fury  of  the  hot  south-east 
wind. 

Raj  us  loved  this  cove. 

At  noon,  betwixt  the  glaring  sun  and  hotter-baked 
white  sand,  the  air  was  furnace-heated ;  but  at  night 
a  fresh,  sweet  breeze  comes  up  from  the  bay,  soft  as 
the  voice  of  love. 

One  night,  prone  upon  a  sand-hill,  Rajlis  turned 
from  the  star-lit  sea  and  said  : 

"  I  shall  find  him  here — my  Beloved." 

Daimlis  and  Demazana  wound  their  soft  arms 
about  her.  Daimtis  said  : 

"Shall  we  pray  that  our  sweet  sister  have  her 
heart's  desire  ?  See  the  stars — the  souls  of  our  dead 
fathers  look  down  on  us  to-night.  Shall  we  pray  ? " 

Demazana  said : 

"  Rajlis,  shall  we  sing  ?  See,  I  have  my  kamkee  !  * 
Shall  we  sing  to  Tikquoa  ? " 

Then  the  maids  sang  their  moon-hymns.  Rajlis 
had  a  large  donax-shell  in  her  hand ;  she  tossed  the 
sands  idly  about  with  it.  She  said  : 

*  A  musical  instrument,  somewhat  like  a  mandolin. 
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"  I  will  make  a  deep,  deep  grave  from  east  to  west, 
and  see  what  the  ocean  will  bury  there  for  me." 

After  this  came  days  and  nights  of  wind  storm, 
and  the  maids  tarried  within  the  house  of  Seleyda. 
Then  came  the  crescent  moon,  and  all  the  Korannas 
went  up  the  valley  to  keep  the  vigil. 

Up  among  the  sand  hills  Daimiis  and  Dema/ana 
sang  again  their  moon-hymns,  and  Rajtis  idly  tossed 
the  sands  with  her  donax-shell. 

All  at  once  the  shell  struck  something  hard.  The 
maid  sprang  up  and  called  aloud : 

"  Look,  look,  Daimtis — look,  Demazana ;  I  have 
found  my  love  !  " 

She  held  up  in  the  moonlight  a  small,  gold-set, 
crystal-sheltered  picture — of  a  man. 

The  two  maids  stopped  their  hymns  to  look  at  the 
treasure,  but  most  they  looked  at  Rajtis — Rajtis  trans- 
figured, her  breast  heaving,  her  eyes  burning,  her  lips 
apart. 

To  one  another  they  said  : 

"  She  cannot  wait  like  us — she  loves  him  first." 

Rajtis  hid  the  picture  in  her  bosom,  and  from  then 
her  deep  eyes  took  on  a  fervid  glow.  At  daybreak, 
her  mother  meeting  her,  as  was  her  wont,  said : 

"  What  is  it,  my  daughter — my  Heart's  Joy  ? " 

Raj  Us  said : 

"  I  have  found  my  love." 

Seleyda  looked  at  the  picture  and  said  : 
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"  Child,  it  is  some  long-dead  Christian." 

Rajlis  said : 

"  What  is  a  Christian  ? " 

Seleyda  said : 

"  They  come  hither  from  the  North.  They  know 
not  Allah,  but  worship  their  God  of  the  Cross,  and 
they  care  for  neither  joy,  nor  pain,  so  they  serve  Him." 

Rajiis  said  : 

"  I  will  have  no  god  but  thee,  O  my  Beloved ! " 
And  she  pressed  the  picture  to  her  throbbing  heart. 
»;•'»»••:#,'* 

It  is  the  hottest  month.  The  sun  is  fierce,  yet 
sullen.  A  lurid  light  is  over  the  sea.  The  south-east 
wind  sweeps  with  resistless  fury  up  the  bay — up,  up 
among  the  sand  hills,  raising  pillars  of  white  shining 
grit,  then  dashing  them  back — back  to  the  greedy 
ocean.  A  man,  amid  the  storm-waves  of  sand  and  sea, 
cries  out  above  the  tempest : 

"  Christus  !  Christus  !  " 

He  battles  with  destiny.  His  feet  sink  in  white 
shifting  depths  of  sand.  His  face  is  bruised  with  hot 
furious  blasts  of  grit  and  foam.  He  plunges  forward. 
He  stretches  out  beseeching  arms.  He  staggers — 
falls — succumbs.  The  sand  waves  bear  him  hither 
and  yon,  up  and  up,  handling  with  some  mercy  the 
poor,  helpless  body,  which  strives  no  longer ;  leaving 
him  at  last  at  rest  upon  a  cast-up  heap,  beneath  the 
black  shadow  of  the  mountain.  With  quick  reaction 
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of  expended  energy  the  wind   is  lulled.      The  man 
moves  a  little,  and  moans. 

"  I,  being  old  and  longing  to  die,  shall  live,  shall 
live.  Christus,  Chris tus  !  is  my  life  work  yet  undone  ? " 

The  man  lifts  himself  wearily  ;  an  old  man.  The 
burning  sun  beats  down  upon  his  grey  head.  He 
shades  his  sun-dazed  eyes  and  looks  out  to  sea — the 
great  blue  sun-warmed,  white-capped  sea  But  the 
white  sails  that  the  old  man  tries  to  discern  on  its 
bosom  are  not  there. 

Shipwrecked,  abandoned  —  abandoned  on  the 
glistening,  shifting,  whispering  sands. 

The  old  man  thrusts  his  hand  eagerly  within  his 
mantle.  Ah  !  it  is  safe. 

He  draws  forth  a  cross,  a  silver  cross.  He  presses 
it  devotedly  to  his  parched  lips — 

"  Christus !  Christus  ! " 

He  falls  back  upon  the  sand  again.  Will  Christus 
save  him  ? 

The  sun  sinks  suddenly  behind  the  mountain. 
Soft,  cool  airs  waft  upward,  and  fan  tenderly  the  pros- 
trate figure.  The  still,  comforting  darkness  falls,  and 
the  stars  look  down  from  Heaven.  Borne  up  with 
the  night  airs  is  a  sweet  sound ;  not  the  rippling  surf, 
not  the  whispering  sands,  but  soft,  clear  girl  voices, 
and  Demazana  playing  upon  her  kamkee. 

##•*'*# 

In  the  eastern  face  of  the  mountain  is  the  narrow 
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mouth  of  a  cave.  Millions  of  years  the  flow  of  the 
sandy  tide  has  washed  into  it,  and  ebbing,  left  behind 
innumerable  ridges  of  shells.  Millions  of  years  the 
south-east  winds  have  driven  sand  against  sand,  shells 
against  shells,  till  the  cave's  mouth  is  a  secret,  This 
is  the  secret  the  three  maids  gave  to  Frei  Joao ;  and 
the  secret  he  gave  to  them  was  the  story  of  his 
Christus. 

Daimlis  and  Demazana  listened  wistfully  to  the  old 
man,  but  Rajiis — Rajiis  kissed  her  picture  and  said : 

"  I  will  have  no  god  but  thee,  0  my  Beloved." 

"  Child,  child,"  Frei  Joao  said,  "  he  is  dead,  dead. 
Christ  have  mercy  on  his  soul,  for  he  hath  the.  face  of 
the  Affonsos  of  my  country,  and  of  my  faith." 

The  warm  nights  passed,  and  the  cool  nights  came. 
The  rnaids  were  glad  to  wrap  themselves  each  in  her 
kaross.  Then  came  the  warm  nights  again.  The 
mountain  sides  were  scarlet  with  the  heath's  bloom, 
and  the  pine  trees  were  all  new- tipped  with  young 
green. 

Once  at  daybreak,  the  maids  tarried  over  long  on 
the  sand  hills,  listening  to  Frei  Joao's  tale  of  the  Babe 
at  Bethlehem,  watching  to  see  the  new-born  sun  rays 
reach  out  upon  the  purple  bay.  So  it  chanced  that 
Rajiis  ran  to  her  mother's  house,  and  into  her  mother's 
arms,  flushed,  panting. 

"  Ma-ma.     Ma-ma ! " 

Ah,  poor  mother,  the  realisation  of  her  long-sought 
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joy  was  but  the  trail  of  the  serpent  in  her  earthly  para- 
dise. She  held  the  girl  close.  She  found  no  power 
to  speak  or  lift  her  down-bent  eyes.  They  stood  to- 
gether, Seleyda  and  her  daughter,  before  Guluwe,  and 
Guluwe  said : 

"  Who  is  this  maid,  Seleyda  ? "  and  when  she 
answered  not — 

"  Who  art  thou,  child  ? " 

Then  Rajiis,  with  the  fine  courage  of  her  race, 
said: 

"  I  am  the  daughter  of  Guluwe,  the  great  Khu 
Khoi,  and  the  Princess  Seleyda  is  my  beloved 
mother." 

Guluwe  said : 

"  0  iny  wife  Seleyda,  verily  thou  hast  done  wisely 
to  guard  so  jealously  our  daughter ;  and  the  maid  is 
worthy  of  her  parentage." 

The  words  were  gentle,  but  like  the  cruel  point  of 
an  assegai  they  pierced  the  heart  of  the  mother. 

When  the  Khu  Khoi  had  departed,  Seleyda 
crouched  upon  the  ground  and  wept.  Rajiis  with 
tender  little  hands  caressed  her  mother  and 
cooed — 

"  Why  grievest  thou,  Ma  ma,  my  mother  ?  Lo,  my 
father  is  pleased  with  us." 

Seleyda  said : 

"  Hush  thee,  O  Heart  of  my  Heart ;  the  Khu  Khoi 
will  take  thee  from  me,  sweet  Light  of  my  Life.  The 
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(laughter  of  the  Khu  Khoi  is  already  the  promised 
bride  of  the  powerful  Bosjesmans." 

Rajiis  sat  upright,  her  close  folded  lips  made  a 
straight  red  line.  She  said  : 

"  I  will  have  none  other  lover,  and  no  husband, 
save  my  one  own  Beloved." 

*  -x-  *  *  *• 

Rajiis,  the  night-nurtured — Rajtis,  she  who  scarce 
knew  the  sunlight,  stood  now  beneath  its  pitiless  glare 
with  Seleyda. 

Beautiful  mother,  beautiful  daughter,  hand  in 
hand  upon  the  low  smooth  slopes  above  the  moaning 
surf. 

Rajiis  shades  her  eyes  to  gaze. 

"  What  is  yonder  moving  down  the  mountain  pass, 
mother  ? " 

"It  is  the  Khu  Khoi  with  his  chiefs,  and  the 
Bosjesmans  with  his  braves." 

"  Do  they  come  hither  to  take  us,  mother  ?  " 

"  Allah  protect  us,  0  Heart  of  my  Heart !  " 

"  What  is  yonder  white,  out  upon  the  bay, 
mother  ?  " 

"  The  ships  of  the  Christians  from  the  North." 

"  Why  come  they  hither,  mother  ?  " 

"  Allah  save  us,  0  sweet  Light  of  my  Life.  What- 
soever they  seek  they  will  perish  to  secure." 

"  What  means  the  moaning  sea,  the  angry  light, 
mother  ? " 
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"  Allah  forgive  us,  Child  of  my  Soul,  these  are  the 
signs  of  tempest — shipwreck — death." 

***!*"* 

A  great  storm.  A  rushing  mighty  wind.  A  cloud- 
swept  sky.  The  fury  and  the  passion  of  wind  and  sand, 
love  and  hate,  gods  and  mortals.  They  met  and 
strove  in  the  sand  hills,  and  some  triumphed,  some 
were  vanquished  that  night.  The  sea  broke  thunder- 
ingly  upon  the  shore,  rolling  up  and  up,  ploughing, 
dashing,  dragging  the  sand.  The  Avind  thick, 
heavy-laden  with  glistening,  stinging  grit,  swept  up 
and  up  the  cove,  howling,  shrieking  in  its  frenzy.  Yet 
above  all  are  the  shouts  of  the  men,  who.  call  upon 
their  gods. 

"  Tikquoa  !     Tikquoa  !  " 

"Allah!     Allah!" 

"  Christus  !     Christus !     Christus  ! " 

*  *  *  *  •* 

JJaimiis  and  Dernazana  crouch  weeping  in  Frei 
Joao's  cave,  but  Rajiis — ah  Rajtis — the  night  has  no 
terror  for  her.  Her  heart  is  throbbing  with  jubilant 
exultation.  She  has  found  her  love,  and  he  loves 
her.  She  knows  it.  The  low  tremble  of  his  voice, 
his  breath  upon  her  cheek,  his  arm  about  her  waist — 
ah,  she  knows  it.  What  should  she  care  for  worlds  of 
sand,  of  wind,  of  men  ;  eternity  of  pain ;  shrieks  of 
blind  death  ?  Above  the  tumult  is  her  shout  of 
victory : 
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"  I  will  have  no  god  but  thee,  0  my  Beloved. 
Christus  !  Christus !  Christus  ! " 

*  *  *  *  * 

The  southern  Christmas  sun  climbs  the  mountain 
and  looks  down  upon  the  white,  cruel  solitude  of  the 
sand  hills. 

Like  wreaths  of  seaweed  are  the  dead  bodies  of 
Korannas  and  Bosjesmans  ;  their  arrows  were  of  small 
avail  in  the  darkness  against  the  swords  of  the  Chris- 
tians. Apart  and  alone  lie  two,  locked  in  a  close,  last 
farewell.  One  is  Guluwe,  the  great  Khu  Khoi ;  the 
other  Seleyda,  his  once  neglected  wife.  If  in  life  she 
had  lost  her  heart's  desire,  in  death  he  was  all  her 
own,  reclaimed  past  peradventure.  Her  long,  heavy 
hair,  that  once  he  had  so  loved  to  kiss,  covered  his 
face  and  hers.  Day  and  night,  from  moon  to  moon, 
she  had  prayed.  Did  her  God  hear  ?  Allah  !  Allah ! 

Christmas — Christmas  at  sunrise.  Three  ships 
sail  out  of  the  purple  bay.  The  foremost  carries  away 
some  whom  she  had  never  brought 

There  are  two  brown-eyed  maids  singing  moon 
hymns,  and  Demazana  has  her  kamkee. 

There  is  an  old  man  content  to  die,  because  his 
eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  his  mortal  lord — Atfbnso. 
and  of  his  immortal  God — Christus. 

There  is  the  triumphant  commander,  the  Christian 
knight,  who,  with.rapturous  soul,  sings  "  Gloria !  '  and 
gathers  to  his  heart  his  bride. 
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And  there  is  Rajiis — Rajiis,  more  beautiful  than 
day  or  night. 

Rajiis,  whose  power  to  love  claimed  of  all  else 
surrender. 

Rajiis,  who  sings  : 

"  Thy  God  shall  he  my  God,  ()  my  Beloved  ! 
Christus  !  Christus  !  Christus  ! " 


UTIKA. 

An  imaginary  romance  suggesting  the  origin  and  finding  of  the  first 
great  yellow  diamond  in  South  Africa.  Before  the  advent  of 
Europeans  the  journey  from  all  the  wide  district  north  of  the 
Orange 'River  to  the  foot  of  Table  Mountain  was  frequently  madt; 
hv  native  chiefs. 


I. 

ONCE  a  girl  and  a  boy  played  together  in  a  beauti- 
ful, far-away  land,  whose  shores  are  washed  by  warm 
southern  seas. 

The  sky  is  sweet  pure  blue,  and  the  sea  is  blue, 
only  darker. 

The  wind  is  so  soft,  it  is  like  a  kiss  on  the  girl's 
soft  cheek. 

The  girl  is  beautiful — more  beautiful  than  thv 
stars. 

The  boy  is  beautiful  also,  because  he  is  straight  as 
a  young  pine  and  strong. 

The  boy  knows  his  strength,  and  is  proud  of  it : 
and  the  girl  knows  she  is  beautiful. 

The  boy's  name  is  Quite ve.* 

The  girl's  name  is  Alured. 

Quit^ve  loves  Alured  with  all  the  passion  of  his 
youth  and  strength. 

*  A  Kaffir  chief.     He  was  worshipped  by  his  followers  as  a  god. 
D    2 
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Alured  loves  all  that  is  beautiful ;  she  loves  herself 
most  of  all  with  the  selfishness  of  youth. 

Together  these  two  roam  unfettered  in  their 
beautiful  land. 

QuiteVe  gathers  flowers  for  Alured — ixias  and 
fresias — and  she  puts  them  in  her  hair  and  in  her 
dress,  and  laughs  for  joy  of  them.  Then  he  gathers 
shells  for  her — green  sea  urchins  and  pink  heliotis — 
and  strings  them,  and  Alured  winds  them  around  her 
slender  throat  and  about  her  round  arms  and  her 
slim  waist,  and  laughs  again. 

Quite"  ve  gazes  at  the  girl  with  love-lit  eyes  and 
says  softly  to  her  : 

"How  beautiful!  how  beautiful  you  are!  Will 
you  love  me  now,  Alured  ? " 

But  she  runs  away  along  the  sands,  still  laughing, 
and  then  stops  a  little  to  watch  the  blue-green 
waves  creep  up  to  kiss  the  low  shell-strewn 
rocks. 

As  the  day  wanes  they  stand  hand  in  hand  to 
watch  the  setting  sun.  Oh,  the  beauty  of  that  sky, 
dyed  deep,  deep  orange  at  the  horizon,  rolling  up 
and  up  in  creases  and  folds  of  gold  and  paler  and 
paler  yellow  ;  and  below  the  shining  gold  dancing  out 
and  out  upon  the  blue  ocean's  sheen !  Alured  gazes 
and  gazes  till  her  soul  is  overwrought  with  passionate 
desire  for  the  beauty  of  it.  She  reaches  out  her  arms 
and  cries : 
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"  Oh,  it  is  beautiful !  it  is  heavenly,  it  is  Utika  !  * 

0  Quite"  ve,  give  it  me:  give  it  me !     I  want  it  so ! " 

Quite ve  falls  upon  his  knees.  "  How  can  I  give  it 
you,  Alured  ? "  The  girl  says : 

"  I  know  not.  You  tell  me  you  love  me  ;  if  you 
love  me,  give  me  the  beautiful  Utika." 

Quiteve  looks  up  at  her,  his  head  thrown  back,  a 
hot  flush  on  his  brow,  his  great  dark  eyes  kindling. 

"  If  I  give  it  you,  Alured,  will  you  love  me  ? " 

He  speaks  low,  his  breath  comes  quickly. 

Alured  does  not  look  at  him,  but  only  at  the 
beautiful  western  sky;  her  arms  drop  to  her  sides. 
"  Yes,"  she  says,  and  still  stands  looking  westward. 

Quiteve  springs  to  his  feet : 

"  Good-bye,  uiy  beloved ;  I  will  come  to  you  again. 

1  will  bring  you — Utika.      Give   me   one   kiss,   my 
beloved." 

But  Alured  moves  not.  Quiteve  lifts  one  of  the 
down-hanging  hands  still  holding  the  blooms  he 
gathered  for  her  erstwhile. 

He  takes  the  blue-green  ixias  from  it  and  kisses  it 
only  once,  then  with  the  ixias  tight-grasped  he  speeds 
away  over  the  sand. 

The  orange  and  golden  creases  draw  closer  and 
closer.  The  line  at  the  horizon  where  the  sun  has  set 


*  Meaning  beautiful,  as  applied  by  the  old  Hottentots  of  Cape 
Colony  to  "The  Greatest, ""  The  God,"  "the  Creator  of  the  Uni- 
verse." 
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is  fiery  red,  and  across  in  the  east  there  is  a  warm. 
rosy  glow ;  but  even  as  Alured  gazes  the  red  and 
yellow  lights  fade,  are  gone  ;  the  sky  is  cold  dull  grey, 
and  the  sea  is  dull  grey  too.  Alured  turns  shivering. 

"  QuiteVe,  take  me  home." 

But  Quit6ve  is  gone.  Alured  weeps :  she  loves 
not  to  be  alone.  Sobbing,  she  says  : 

"  Quiteve  will  return  and  bring  ine  the  Utika/' 

Then  she  walks  slowly  across  the  sands  away  to 
her  father's  house  behind  the  mimosa  and  the  silver 
protea  *  trees. 

The  sea  moans  faintly,  and  creeping  up  the 
sands  washes  away  the  footprints  of  Alured  and  her 
lover. 

n. 

Now,  Quiteve,  the  young  chief,  lived  in  the  King's 
house,  and  served  the  King  whenever  he  had  need. 

So  now  Quiteve  ran  till  he  came  to  the  King's 
house,  and  into  the  presence  of  the  King,  and  threw 
himself  down  before  the  King. 

And  the  King  said : 

"  What  is  it,  Quiteve  ?  " 

And  QuiteVe  said : 

"  May  thy  servant  speak,  O  King  ?  " 

And  the  King  said : 

"  Speak  on,  Quiteve." 

*  Indigenous  only  at  the  foot  of  the  Table  Mountain. 
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Quite ve  said  : 

"  I  beseech  thee  hear  thy  servant,  O  King.  I  love 
a  maid,  oh !  beyond  the  love  my  tongue  can  tell,  but 
unless  I  can  prove  to  her  my  great  love  it  is  not 
gracious  in  her  eyes.  There  is  a  thing  the  maiden 
much  desires — suffer  me  to  go  and  seek  this  thing,  () 
my  King,  suffer  me  to  go  !  " 

And  Quiteve  clasped  his  hands,  and  his  eyes  were 
full  of  eager  prayer. 

The  King  said  : 

li  Where  wouldst  thou  go,  Quiteve  ? " 

Quiteve  said : 

"Away,  away  across  the  mountains,  beyond  the 
Karroo.  I  am  strong,  O  King:  suffer  me  to  go." 

The  King  said : 

"  Foolish  boy,  thou  wilt  suffer  cold  and  hunger 
and  thirst.  If  thou  escape  the  lion,  the  python,  and 
the  adder,  thou  wilt  fall  into  the  hands  of  other  tribes 
who  love  not  me,  nor  my  people,  and  thou  wilt  perish 
miserably." 

Quiteve  said : 

"  I  pray  thee  to  suffer  me  to  go,  O  King ;  I  am 
strong  and  I  fear  nothing." 

The  King  said : 

"  But  the  maid  is  a  loveless  maid,  seeing  she  sends 
thee  on  such  a  journey.  Will  nothing  less  content 
her  than  thy  life  ? " 

Quiteve  said : 
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"  O  King,  I  love  not  my  life,  but  to  win  the  love  of 
the  maid.  I  pray  thee  suffer  me  to  go,  and  I  will 
return  again." 

The  King  said : 

"  Go,  Quiteve." 

So  Quiteve  rose  up  and  bowed  himself  before  the 
King,  and  departed  out  of  the  presence  of  the  King. 

Now,  there  was  also  in  the  King's  house  a  man  of 
wisdom,  full  of  years ;  his  hair  was  grey,  his  eyes 
piercing,  his  back  bent  with  age ;  and  he  was  also  an 
alien,  as  his  forefathers  had  been  aliens  always :  com- 
ing from  the  North,  and  teaching  and  guiding  with 
their  knowledge  those  who  would  learn  of  them.  Now, 
this  man  of  wisdom  in  the  King's  house  was  called, 
like  his  forefathers  before  him,  Kintu* — Kintu  the 
Blameless.  To  him  came  Quiteve  and  said : 

"  O  Kintu,  my  father,  lo,  I  go  a  long  journey  to 
seek  the  red  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun  ;  tell  me,  1 
pray  thee,  how  shall  I  seek,  how  shall  I  secure  ?  " 

Kintu  looked  keenly  at  the  boy,  and  said  : 

"  Courage  and  strength  and  patience  and  know- 
ledge. Courage  to  fight,  strength  to  overcome,  and 
patience  to  endure,  and  so  through  suffering  knowledge. 
But  wherefore  wilt  thou  not  rest  content,  O  my  son. 
and  remain  here,  where  if  not  wise,  thou  may'st  at  least 
be  happy  ? " 

*  "The  Blameless  Priest."     A  very  old  myth.     He  came  from 
the  North,  and  taught  gentleness  and  mercy. 


UTIKA.  47 

Quiteve  said : 

"  I  am  no  longer  happy,  O  Kintu,  my  father ;  I 
must  go.  I  am  strong,  I  fear  nothing.  Speed  me  and 
guide  me,  O  Kintu." 

Kintu  said: 

"  Away  beyond  these  mountains  is  the  Karroo  ; 
and  away  beyond  the  Karroo  other  mountains  yet 
more  lofty,  and  a  mighty  river  Gariep.*  When  thou 
art  come  to  the  most  narrow  part  of  the  river,  where 
the  great  rocks  on  either  side  arch  over,  stand  alone 
and  watch  for  the  setting  sun ;  and  when  the  sky  is 
red,  red  as  fire,  then  cry  aloud  upon  Muriro,f  and 
Muriro  will  come.  He  is  the  Fire  King,  and  thou 
must  even  do  his  bidding  and  learn  of  him.  I  can 
guide  thee  no  further.  Yet,  my  son,  consider — thou 
wilt  encounter  many  savage  beasts,  venomous  snakes, 
cruel  tribes.  Thou  wilt  long  for  bread  and  find  none. 
Thou  wilt  pray  for  water  and  find  it  not.  The  great 
burning  sun  of  the  Karroo  will  burn  thee.  The  cold, 
cold  breath  of  the  mountains  will  numb  thee.  Thy 
body  will  languish.  Thy  heart  will  fail,  and  -then 
BarimoJ  will  torment  thee.  At  last,  'Reza,'§  who 
watches  for  the  weak,  and  kills  them  with  his  breath 

*  The  old  nam<*  of  the  Orange  River. 

t  Kaffir  Fire  King. 

J  Collective  name  for  spirits  of  Bantu  race.  Mortals  were  greatly 
in  awe  of  them. 

§  A  Kaffir  god  of  above  who  kills,  of  below  who  carries  them  away 
to  his  dark  regions  after  death. 
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and  drags  them  down,  down — Reza  will  claim 
thee ! " 

He  stopped  and  gazed  sternly  at  the  boy  with  his 
piercing  eyes.  But  Quite ve  quailed  not.  He  said : 

"  I  will  go  to  Muriro.  I  will  dare  Reza.  Cold  nor 
heat,  nor  want  nor  thirst,  nor  toil  I  heed  not.  Wild 
beasts,  nor  men,  nor  spirits  I  fear  not,  so  only  I  win 
my  desire." 

Kintu  said  : 

"  Boy,  thou  hast  a  strong  and  noble  heart.  Go  and 
seek  knowledge." 

Then  Quiteve  sped  away. 

After  many  days  and  nights  of  peril  and  suffering 
Quiteve  came  to  the  great  river  Gariep,  and  followed 
it  eastward,  and  so  he  came  to  the  narrow  pass.  Many 
sunsets  he  waited,  till  at  last  came  one  that  was  red, 
red  as  fire.  Then  he  summoned  all  the  courage  of  his 
heart  and  called  aloud  : 

"  Muriro  !  Muriro  !  " 

And  behold,  Muriro  leapt  out  of  the  midst  of  a 
great  rock  and  stood  before  him. 

Now,  Muriro  was  small  of  stature  and  ill-favoured. 
His  hair  was  red  and  coarse  and  knotted  about  his 
face.  His  eyes  were  red,  red  like  fire. 

But  Quiteve  quailed  not,  but  thought  steadfastly 
of  that  which  he  desired  to  learn  of  Muriro. 

But  Muriro  laughed  aloud  when  he  saw  Quiteve 
and  heard  his  desire.  He  cried,  "  Ha,  ha  !  ho,  ho  !  the 
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red  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun!  Ngolu*  stole  it 
once.  Ngolu  imprisoned  it  deep,  deep  down  below  the 
earth ;  his  slaves  watch  it.  You  must  bind  yourself  to 
Ngolu  and  bargain  with  him,  he  alone  can  give  it  you. 
He  will  make  you  labour  all  day,  all  day  and  every 
day,  and  at  last  Reza  will  have  you.  Ha,  ha  !  the  red 
gold  light ! " 

Then  Quite ve  shuddered  ;  still  his  heart  was  true, 
and  in  sorrow  he  had  got  patience  to  endure.  He 
said : 

<:  I  will  go  to  Ngolu." 

Then  Muriro  told  him  how  he  should  go,  and 
Quite  ve  turned  him  about  and  leaving  the  broad  river 
Gariep  behind  him,  toiled  northward  over  the  great 
Karroo. 

Oh  !  the  hot,  hot  sand  underfoot ! 

Oh !  the  hot,  hot  sun  overhead  ! 

Courage,  Quiteve ! 

At  last,  after  many,  many  sunsets  Quiteve  carne 
by  night  to  a  certain  Kopje  in  the  midst  of  the  Karroo, 
and  set  him  down  to  rest.  Sleep  came  to  him,  and  a 
beautiful  dream.  He  stood  again  upon  the  sands  with 
Alured.  The  blue-green  waves  ran  up  to  cool  his 
bruised  feet.  Together  they  watched  the  sun  go  down, 
and  the  red  gold  light.  And  Alured  was  more  lovely 
in  his  eyes  even  than  of  old,  for  she  turned  her  eyes, 
more  beautiful  than  the  stars,  upon  him,  and  laid  her 

*  The  Satan  of  Basutobmd.     The  Guardian  of  Gold. 
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round  soft  arm  about  his  neck,  and  pressed  her  sweet 
lips  rosy  as  the  dawn  upon  his  brow — Ah! — He 
awakes,  and  lo,  he  is  on  the  lonely  Kopje  in  the  great 
Karroo.  Someone  speaks  to  him,  and  he  knows  it  is 
Ngolu.  He  said : 

"  Boy,  what  do  you  here  ? " 

Quiteve  rises  up.  He  feels  his  heart  refreshed  and 
strong.  He  says : 

"  I  have  come  to  seek  the  red  gold  light  of  the 
setting  sun — which  you  have  imprisoned.  I  know  you. 
Ngolu."  Now  Ngolu  was  of  a  smiling,  pleasant  coun- 
tenance, and  had  a  smooth  tongue.  When  he  saw 
Quiteve  he  desired  to  have  him,  for  he  had  much  need 
in  his  kingdom  of  young  men  who  were  strong ;  so  he 
smiled  and  spoke  gently,  and  said  : 

"  Then  you  wish  to  come  with  me  to  my  kingdom, 
and  be  my  servant  ? " 

Quiteve  said : 

"  For  how  long  ? " 

Ngolu  still  smiled  and  said  : 

"  First  seven  years,  then  I  will  give  you  a  little  of 
the  imprisoned  light ;  and  then  other  seven  years — or 
will  you  be  content  to  remain  always  ? " 

Quiteve  said : 

"  Seven  years  will  I  labour  for  you,  then  shall  you 
give  rne  the  red  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun,  and  I 
shall  be  free." 

Ngolu  laughed  aloud,  but  he  said  low : 
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"  After  saven  years  Reza  shall  have  him  !  " 

Quiteve  said : 

"  Vow  to  me  after  seven  years  you  will  give  me  the 
red  gold  light,  and  I  shall  be  free." 

So  Ngolu  vowed;  and  Quiteve  bound  himself  to 
Ngolu,  and  followed  him  into  a  hole  that  was  in  the 
Kopje,  whence  they  descended  deep  into  the  bowels  of 
the  earth. 

There  Quiteve  saw  much  treasure,  and  began  the 
heavy  labour  of  a  slave. 


in. 

ALURED  lives  in  her  father's  house  among  the  silver 
protea  and  the  mimosa  trees.  There  are  orchards  of 
orange,  and  loquat,  and  guava  ;  plantations  of  banana, 
gardens  shaded  by  palm  trees  and  full  of  poinsettia 
and  moonflower  blooms,  gladiolus  and  amaryllis  and 
the  sweet  but  modest  cinnamomum,  that  hides  itself  all 
the  day  and  gives  to  the  night  its  exquisite  perfume. 

Alured  is  beloved  of  her  father.  He  gives  her  fine 
rnuslins  and  rich  embroideries,  and  slaves  to  do  her 
bidding.  But  Alured  is  no  longer  happy.  Care  has 
come  to  her  who  was  so  careless.  Often  she  leaves  her 
father's  house  and  walks  alone  along  the  sands,  watching 
the  waves,  or  later  the  red  gold  light  of  the  setting 
sun,  and  stretches  out  her  arms  and  cries  passionately : 

"  O  the  beautiful  Utika !     0  Quiteve !  " 
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Alas,  Quiteve  comes  not. 

One  evening  when  the  sun  had  gone  down,  and  the 
sea  and  the  sky  were  dull  grey,  Alured  throws  herself 
upon  the  sands  and  cries  softly : 

"  O  Quiteve,  I  love  you  !  Come  to  me,  come  back 
to  me ! " 

The  sea  comes  sobbing  up  about  her  feet — "  Come 
back,  come  back  ! " 

Then  old  Kintu  approaches  from  the  King's  house 
and  draws  nigh  to  the  girl — for  being  a  man  of 
wisdom,  he  knows  why  Quiteve  sped  away.  He  stands 
beside  the  girl  lying  prone  upon  the  sands  and  says  : 

"  Alured,  do  not  stay  your  tears.  Weep  for 
Quiteve." 

Alured  springs  up  and  says : 

"  Why  should  I  weep  for  Quiteve  ?  I  will  not 
weep." 

Kintu  says: 

"  Quiteve  suffers  much  for  Alured.  He  has  given 
himself  in  bondage,  and  labours  as  a  slave  to  win  for 
her  the  red  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun.  Ah !  what 
love !  Weep  for  him,  girl,  and  weep  for  yourself" 

But  Alured  is  angered,  and  covers  her  face  with 
her  mantle,  and  turns  away  her  steps  towards  her 
father's  house. 

*  -x-  *  *  * 

Now,  one  day  it  was  told  the  King — "  Behold,  0 
King,  there  is  a  maid  who  lives  by  the  sea  in  her 
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father's  house,  and  she   is  more  beautiful  than  the 
stars." 

So  the  King  commanded  that  she  should  appear 
before  him. 

Therefore  Alured,  with  her  father  and  her  slaves, 
came  before  the  King.  And  the  King  looking  upon 
her,  perceived  that  she  was  marvellously  beautiful. 

He  said  : 

"  What  is  thy  name,  maiden  ? " 
She  said : 

"  Alured.' 

The  King  said  to  Alured's  father : 

"  Leave  the  maid  here — she  shall  dwell  in  the 
Queen's  house  that  she  may  be  taught  many  things." 

Then  Alured's  father  bowed  himself  before  the 
King,  and  said : 

"  I  beseech  thee,  0  King,  take  not  the  maid  from 
her  old  father,  suffer  her  to  follow  me  again  to  our 
poor  home." 

And  Alured  sprang  forward  to  go  with  her  father  : 
but  the  King  said  to  those  that  stood  near : 

"  Take  the  maiden  to  the  Queen's  house." 

Then  those  that  were  about  the  King  led  her 
away  ;  and  her  father  returned  to  his  house  alone. 

Now,  as  Alured  was  passing  on  to  the  Queen's 
house,  Kintu  walked  beside  her,  and  he  said  : 

"  Take  courage,  Alured :  get  patience  to  endure, 
and  through  suffering  thou  may'st  attain  knowledge." 
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Thus  the  girl  passed  into  the  Queen's  house, 
where  were  many  inaids  who  wrought  daily  for  the 
Queen,  and  tended  her,  and  made  sweet  music  upon 
many  instruments.  But  Alured  was  more  beautiful 
than  any,  and  for  this  they  loved  her  not. 

All  the  days  Alured  wearied  at  her  work,  and  all 
the  nights  she  wept. 

Now,  the  Queen  knew  sorrow,  and  she  pitied 
Alured,  but  durst  make- no  sign. 

One  day  it  was  told  Alured  : 

"  Behold,  thy  father  is  stricken  !  " 

Then  Alured  dried  her  tears  and  went  to  the 
Queen.  And  the  Queen  smiled  upon  Alured  and  spake 
softly,  and  said : 

"  What  wouldst  thou,  beautiful  Alured  ? " 

Alured  said  : 

"  O  Queen,  I  pray  thee  ask  the  King  that  he  suffer 
me  to  return  to  my  father,  for  my  father  aileth  much, 
and  suffereth  much,  and  I  fear  that  he  will  die." 

The  Queen  said : 

"  When  it  is  evening  and  I  take  the  King  a  cup  of 
maramba,*  thou  shalt  deck  me,  and  I  will  ask  for 
thee,  Alured."  And  that  same  evening  Alured  was 
suffered  to  return  to  her  father's  house.  Kintu  came 
and  led  her  thither.  And  as  they  went  he  said : 

"  Thy  father  will  die,  Alured !  " 

*  A  strong  spirit  made  often  from  the  banana,  taken  just  before 
sleep  at  night.     Always  brought  to  the  great  chief  by  his  wife. 
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The  girl  wept  and  cried  : 

"  Oh,  I  will  comfort  him  and  tend  him  !  He  shall 
not  die !  I  have  been  wicked,  loving  only  myself :  but 
surely  I  have  been  punished.  He  shall  not  die !  " 

So  Alured  came  again  to  her  father's  house,  and 
wept  over  her  father,  and  kissed  him  and  tended  him 
day  and  night. 

One  evening  as  the  sun  set  and  the  red  gold  light 
was  in  the  western  sky,  the  old  man  cried  aloud : 

"  Alured ! " 

And  Alured  came  and  kissed  him,  and  he  looked 
upon  her  and  said: 

"  Alured,  how  beautiful  thou  art ! " 

Then  the  girl  flung  herself  upon  the  ground  and 
cried  out : 

"  Oh,  no  !  oh,  no  !  I  would  be  wise,  not  beautiful." 

But  the  old  man  heard  her  not,  for  he  was  dead. 

Alured  mourned  and  mourned  for  her  father,  and 
said: 

"  Perhaps  I  have  also  killed  Quiteve  !  Oh,  that  I 
too  were  dead ! " 

One  day  she  rose  up  and  sent  one  of  her  people 
that  he  should  beg  Kintu  to  come  to  her. 

When  he  was  come  she  said  . 

"  O  Kintu,  my  father,  I  have  borne  much  and 
suffered  much  sorrow.  My  heart  is  broken.  I  love 
Quiteve.  He  is  good  and  brave  and  true,  yet  have  I 
driven  him  away.  To-morrow  I  shall  set  out  to  seek 
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him.  If  he  is  bound,  I  will  be  bound.  If  he  labours, 
1  will  labour  beside  him.  If  he  suffers,  I  will  suffer 
with  him." 

Then  Kintu  turned  away  his  face,  for  he  would 
not  the  girl  should  see  his  emotion.  He  said  : 

"  Go,  Alured." 

So  Alured  ordered  her  house,  and  put  away  her 
tine  muslins  and  embroideries,  and  wrapped  herself 
in  a  dark,  coarse  mantle,  and  set  forth. 

Alured  toiled  through  the  forest  and  up  the 
mountain.  The  cruel  stones  wounded  her  tender 
feet,  and  Alured  sat  upon  a  rough  stone  and  wept. 

"  O  my  Quiteve,  shall  I  ever  find  you  ?  I  love 
you  now.  O  Quiteve,  forgive  me — forgive  me.  1 
love  you  now  I " 

The  night  came,  and  the  cold  breath  of  the  moun- 
tain chilled  the  poor  maid,  but  she  murmured  not. 
She  said : 

"  My  Quiteve  has  suffered  cold." 

Then  she  came,  after  many  sunsets,  to  the  Karroo. 
Oh,  the  burning  hot  sand  beneath  her  little  feet !  Oh, 
the  burning  hot  sun  above  her  gentle  head !  Yet 
she  murmured  not.  She  said  : 

"  My  Quite" ve  has  suffered  heat." 

At  last,  after  many  sunsets,  she  came  to  the  mighty 
river  Gariep,  and  she  sat  down  upon  its  banks  and 
wept  afresh,  and  cried  : 

"  How  shall  I  cross  ?  " 
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Night  came  as  Alured  walked  along  the  river  bank, 
seeking  a  narrow  place  where  perchance  she  might 
cross.  As  she  walked  came  Nkissi,*  spirit  of  her 
father,  and  said  : 

"  Comfort  ye,  my  daughter ;  do  not  seek  to  cross. 
Abide  awhile.  They  also  serve  who  abide  patiently." 

So  Alured  was  comforted,  and  strove  for  patience. 
But  every  evening  she  went  a  little  way  and  stood 
upon  a  Kopje,  and  gazed  upon  the  red  gold  light  of 
the  setting  sun,  and  lifted  up  her  hands  and  cried  : 

"  O  Utika !     O  my  Quiteve  I  " 

One  evening  as  she  stood  thus,  her  whole  heart 
yearning,  her  beautiful  eyes  grown  deep  and  patient 
in  suffering,  her  slender  form  grown  yet  more  slender 
with  'toil,  her  soft  cheeks  grown  pale  with  want — 
suddenly — suddenly  her  heart  leapt  up. 

Away  in  the  west  glowed  the  red  gold  light  of 
the  setting  sun,  making  a  red  gold  pathway  below 
on  the  Karroo,  and  there  in  the  pathway,  running 
towards  her,  came  Quiteve  ! 

"  Oh,  my  love !  Quiteve,  Quiteve  ! "  And  Alured 
sank  down  upon  the  Kopje  ;  for  joy  after  long  pain 
is  painful  joy. 

Then  Quiteve  drew  near,  and  knew  his  dear  love, 
and  took  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her  sweet  wan 
face,  and  said : 

*  Kaffirs  arid  Zulus  believe  that  the  spirits  of  their  fathers  appear 
to  warn  or  comfort  them. 
E   2 
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"  Alured,  my  beloved,  I  am  here ;  I  will  shelter 
you  for  ever.  O  Alured,  how  beautiful  you  are ! 
Look  up,  my  beloved.  I  have  brought  you  the  red 
gold  light  of  the  setting  sun.  Alured,  will  you  love 
me  now  ? " 

And  Alured  flung  her  arms  about  his  neck 
and  kissed  his  brow  and  his  love-lit  eyes,  and 
cried : 

"  O  my  beloved,  1  have  loved  you  always !  Have 
I  found  you  at  last  ? " 

Then  they  two  sat  together  on  the  Kopje,  and 
Quite ve  showed  to  Alured  a  large  stone  clear  and 
sparkling  like  water,  full  of  red  gold  light.  He 
said: 

"  It  is  the  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun.  Ngolu 
imprisoned  it  deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth  1 
have  laboured  long,  and  at  last  I  have  won  it  for  you. 
Take  it,  my  Alured." 

So  Alured  took  it  in  her  hand  and  said : 

"  Quite"ve,  it  is  Love.  It  is  our  Utika.  It  shall  be 
sacred  between  us  for  ever." 

Then  these  two  kissed  one  another,  and  set  forth 
to  return  together  to  their  own  land. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Now,  after  many  sunsets,  Quit£ve  and  Alured 
came  to  the  mountains  that  were  near  to  their  own 
land ;  and  as  they  passed  through  the  cleft  in  the 
mountain,  and  saw  below  the  silver  protea  trees  and 
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the  mimosa  trees,  they  wept  for  joy.  So  blessed 
is  the  sight,  after  long  sad  exile,  of  one's  own  beloved 
land  again  ! 

At  last  came  Alured  to  her  own  home,  and  Quiteve 
with  her ;  and  these  two  were  at  peace. 


iv. 

Now,  at  this  time  one  told  the  King  and  said : 

"  Lo,  O  King,  Alured  the  maid,  who  was  once  in 
the  Queen's  house,  and  Quiteve  are  returned  from 
afar." 

So  the  King  commanded  that  they  should  appeal- 
before  him. 

Therefore  Alured  and  Quiteve  came  before  the 
King,  and  bowed  themselves  down  before  the  King. 
The  King  looked  fixedly  at  them  both,  but  he  spoke 
first  to  Quiteve,  and  said  : 

"  Behold,  thou  art  returned,  Quiteve.  Thou  art 
grown  in  years  and  in  strength.  Give  account  of 
thyself.  Hast  thou  brought  for  the  loveless  maid 
that  thing  which  she  did  so  lightly  desire  of 
thee  ? " 

Quiteve  said : 

"  Yea,  O  King,  I  have  brought  the  red  gold  light 
of  the  setting  sun." 

The  King  said  : 
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"  Where  wentest  thou ;  how  gottest  thou  the  red 
gold  light  of  the  setting  sun  ?  Give  account  of 
thyself." 

Then  Quiteve  stood  straight  before  the  King  and 
said  : 

"  O  King,  I  journeyed  beyond  these  mountains, 
and  across  the  Karroo  to  further  mountains,  where  1 
found  Muriro  ;  and  having  suffered  much  and  attained 
patience,  I  learned  of  Muriro,  and  proceeded  on  again 
past  the  great  river  Gariep  to  the  great  Karroo.  After 
many  sunsets  I  came  to  Ngolu,  and  to  Ngolu  I  bound 
myself,  and  went  with  him  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth 
and  laboured  seven  years.  Always  Ngolu  thought 
Reza  would  claim  me ;  but  my  heart  was  steadfast,  for 
I  had  got  patience,  and  I  thought  ever  of  Alured.  At 
last,  when  Ngolu  could  detain  me  no  longer,  because 
of  the  vow  that  he  had  vowed  to  me,  he  suffered  me 
to  depart,  and  I  brought  with  me  the  red  gold  light  of 
the  setting  sun,  which  Ngolu  had  imprisoned,  to  give 
to  my  Alured.  Behold,  0  King,  the  red  gold  light  of 
the  setting  sun  !  " 

And  Quite" ve  turned  to  Alured,  who  took  from  her 
bosom  the  clear  sparkling  stone,  the  imprisoned  light, 
and  gave  it  to  Quiteve,  who  put  it  before  the 
King. 

And  the  King  gazed  upon  it.  Then  the  King 
lifted  his  eyes  and  gazed  upon  Alured  and  marked  her 
gentle  grace,  and  the  King  said  : 
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"  Stand  forth,  Alured." 

And  Alured  stood  forth  from  among  her  slaves, 
more  beautiful  than  the  stars.  She  had  clothed 
herself  again  with  fine  muslins,  and  had  bound  herself 
with  chains  of  pearls  that  were  in  her  father's  house, 
and  had  wound  other  chains  of  pearls  about  her  throat 
and  arms  and  ankles,  and  a  silken  girdle  about  her 
waist,  that  she  might  be  well  adorned  to  come  before 
the  King. 

The  King  said : 

"  Tell  me,  Alured,  art  thou  that  loveless  maid  '. 
Why  did'st  thou  desire  this  thing  so  lightly  of  thy 
lover  ? " 

Alured  made  answer  and  said  : 

"  O  King,  I  pray  thee  have  patience  with  me.  1 
was  a  foolish  maid,  loving  myself  most,  I  looked  at 
the  red  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun,  and  longed  for  it 
because  it  was  so  beautiful :  and  I  asked  my  lover,  of 
his  love  for  me,  to  give  me  my  heart's  desire.  But 
when  he  was  gone  from  me  I  knew  that  I  loved  him 
most,  and  I  knew  that  in  my  foolish  ignorance  I  gave 
pain  to  him  I  loved.  At  last,  after  much  sorrow  and 
tears,  my  proud  heart  was  chastened.  One  who  is 
wise  taught  me.  Little  by  little  I  conquered  my  proud 
heart  and  strove  for  patience.  At  last  I  said,  '  I  will 
arise  and  seek  my  beloved  ;  if  he  is  bound,  I  will  be 
bound ;  if  he  labours,  I  will  labour  beside  him  ;  if  he 
suffers,  I  will  suffer  with  him.'  So  after  many  sunsets 
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I  came  to  the  great  river  Gariep,  and  there  came  my 
Quiteve  to  me  again,  and  gave  to  me  the  treasure  1 
had  asked  of  him. 

"  And  I,  all  unworthy  that  T  am,  gave  to  him  my 
love,  which  was  his  heart's  desire  all  these  long  years. 
Wherefore,  0  King,  because  the  red  gold  light  of  the 
setting  sun  is  beyond  words  beautiful,  I  call  it 
ITtika.  And  because  the  faithful  love  of  a  true 
heart  is  more  beautiful  than  beauty  it  is  verily 
Utika  1 " 

Then  Alured  clasped  her  two  hands,  and  lifted  her 
sweet  face  to  her  beloved  and  said  : 

"  By  courage  and  strength  and  patience  and  know- 
ledge, O  King,  we  have  won  our  hearts'  desire.  I  be- 
seech thee,  O  King,  pardon  the  sins  and  folly  of  thy 
handmaiden  '. " 

And  Alured  knelt  before  the  King  and  bowed  her 
head. 

Then  the  King  rose  up  and  took  Alured  by  the 
hand,  and  lifted  her  up,  and  put  her  hand  into  the* 
hand  of  Quiteve,  and  said  : 

"  Blessed  Alured  !  Happy  Quiteve  !  Behold,  ye  have 
indeed  suffered  and  conquered.  Guard  ever  the  love, 
the  Utika  you  have  won." 

Then  the  King  gave  again  to  Alured  the  imprisoned 
red  gold  light  of  the  setting  sun,  and  Alured  and 
Quiteve  passed  out  of  the  King's  house  to  their  own 
home. 
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As  they  passed  on  Kintu  walked  beside  them.  He 
said  : 

"  Through  courage  and  strength  and  patience  and 
knowledge  ye  have  won  the  best,  0  my  children,  the 
best  Utika  can  give — faithful  love." 


DIA    DE     NATAL. 

Vasco  de  Gama  discovered  this  beautiful  country  on  Christmas  Day, 
and  himself  gave  to  it  its  beautiful  name. 


1. 

FAR  away  from  England  there  is  a  land  beautiful 
beyond  compare. 

Its  eastern  shores  are  washed  by  the  warm  blue 
Indian  Ocean. 

Its  mountain-peaks  rear  their  cloud-sheltered 
heads  against  the  blue,  blue  southern  sky. 

The  sun  shines  upon  it  by  day  with  a  clear  hot 
light  that  is  red  first,  then  gold,  then  red  again. 

The  moon  and  the  stars  shine  on  it  by  night,  with 
a  cool  white  light  that  is  always  the  same. 

Yet  the  stars  at  night  are  not  more  beautiful  than 
the  strange  wild  flowers  that  grow  by  the  sun's 
warmth. 

Its  breezes  are  full  of  summer  sweetness  and  soft 
as  the  sigh  of  happy  death. 

Its  fruits  and  flowers  are  the  most  thankful 
children. 

Its  woodlands  are  a  thousand  sheltering  homes, 
and  upon  the  uplands  flocks  and  herds  feed  upon  a 
thousand  hills. 
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Its  life-song  is  the  full  rich  carol  of  birds  burdened 
only  with  joy. 

In  this  land,  long,  long  ago,  there  lived  three 
people.  Their  lives  were  bound  together  with  cords 
that  but  strengthened  with  time ;  and  that,  however 
they  were  strained,  but  grew  the  stronger  for  the 
straining. 

( hie  man  and  two  maids. 

The  man  is  young  and  straight. 

The  one  maid  is  tall  and  straight  also,  and  dark 
and  very  beautiful. 

The  other  maid  is  small  and  slender,  and  very  fair. 

The  man  is  a  young  chief. 

The  dark  maid  is  a  chiefs  daughter  ;  but  the  fair 
maid  is  alien,  and — a  slave. 

The  dark  maid  loves  the  man,  and  he  loves  her 
not. 

The  man  loves  the  fair  maid,  but  she  loves  not 
any  man. 

So  in  this  beautiful  land  there  is  sorrow  born  of 
love.  Yet  in  the  end,  the  joy  that  comes  to  these 
three  is  a  pure  and  perfect  peace,  that  no  power  of 
tribulation  can  destroy. 

The  name  of  the  young  chief  is  : 

"  Umlimo  the  Dreamer." 

The  chiefs  daughter  is  "  Zanyana." 

The  alien  is  "  Virginia." 
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In  this  land,  which  is  so  beautiful,  and  which  has 
also  a  beautiful  name,  given  to  it  on  a  beautiful  day, 
there  lived  once  a  mighty  chief,  Ubukulu.  Many, 
many  fields  were  his,  of  waving  corn,  of  tall  green 
sugar-cane,  of  low-spiked  pineapple,  of  sombre  large- 
leafed  banana.  Of  orange  orchards,  of  tall  oak,  and 
dark  pine  groves,  and  single  palms. 

Also  Ubukulu  owned  many  slaves,  who  tilled  his 
land  and  ministered  to  his  household. 

Also  much  land  was  his  up  in  the  hill-country ; 
and  there  his  flocks  and  herds  fed  upon  the  sun- 
warmed  slopes  of  the  Drakensberg  mountains. 

Best  of  all,  Ubukulu  had  seven  sons ;  but  worst  of 
all,  no  daughter. 

The  sons,  save  one,  dwelt  in  the  woodlands  by  the 
sea,  near  their  father.  Zernbe  the  Heir  ;  Zomfani  the 
eldest-born,  and  the  others ;  but  the  youngest,  the 
Right-hand  son,  Umlimo  the  Dreamer,  dwelt  alone  in 
the  hill-country,  and  kept  his  father's  flocks  upon  the 
mountain  sides. 

Umlimo  wearied  not  alone  all  day,  watching  the 
sheep  feed  upon  the  purple  slopes,  or  drinking  at 
eventide,  when  he  took  them  to  the  swift  river's  edge. 

The  sun  warmed  him  all  day,  but  when  it  dropped 
down  below  the  sky-line,  and  the  mists  began  to  rise 
up  hi  chill  wreaths  from  the  valley,  then  he  wrapped 
himself  well  in  his  leopard-skin,  that  only  chiefs  may 
wear. 
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Then  it  was  that  Umlimo,  though  he  slept  not, 
dreamed  dreams. 

The  soft  clouds  drop  down  to  meet  the  upcreeping 
mists  upon  the  mountain  sides,  take  shapes  of  beauty, 
and  fill  the  lad's  soul  with  that  desire  of  the  unattain- 
able that,  like  a  mirage,  lures  with  fair,  false  hope. 

Then  comes  the  dark,  protecting  night,  and  rest. 
Then  the  stars  light  up  sky  and  earth.  Bare  stones 
shine  white  where  they  catch  the  star's  rays.  The 
sky  stretches  out  and  out  to  meet  the  sea ;  the  sea 
mirrors  on  its  passionate  bosom  the  stars  that  beautify 
the  perfect  night. 

One  afternoon,  as  Umlimo  lay  a-dreaming,  Zoni- 
fani,  the  elder  brother,  mounted  the  hill  and  called 
aloud : 

"  Umlimo  !  Umlimo  !  " 

Umlimo  rose,  ran  to  greet  his  brother,  and  said  : 

"  Wherefore  art  thou  come  hither,  my  brother  I 
The  flocks  are  well." 

Zomfani  said  : 

"  For  this  I  do  rejoice,  Umlimo.  Yet  listen.  Be- 
hold, now,  it  is  many  moons  since  our  father  hath 
had  news  of  thee.  He  wearies  for  tidings  ;  therefore 
am  I  come." 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Truly  I  am  well,  my  brother.  See,  I  grow  strong. 
If  a  lion  or  a  tigQr  come  I  fear  not ;  I  can  defend  the 
flocks." 
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Zomfani  said : 

"Yet  dost  thovi  never  weary  of  such  solitude. 
Umlimo  ? " 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  Never,  my  brother.  I  watch  the  sheep  and 
lambs,  that  they  suffer  nothing." 

But  Umlimo  said  nothing  of  that  which  he  loved 
most  to  watch. 

Zomfani  said  : 

"  I  have  news  for  thee  of  our  father ;  he  is  well, 
and  our  brothers  are  well.  Our  father  desires  that 
thou  shouldst  leave  the  flocks  and  come  to  him ;  for 
he  is  fain  to  look  upon  thy  face." 

Umlimo  stood  looking  at  the  sinking  sun.  Now 
he  knew  why  Zomfani  had  come  to  him.  He  turned 
not  his  head,  but  he  said  : 

"  I  will  go  to  my  father." 

Zomfani  threw  himself  upon  the  ground,  and 
Umlimo  sat  upon  a  stone  beside  his  brother. 

Zomfani  said  : 

"  I  have  further  news  for  thee,  Umlimo." 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Say  on." 

Zomfani  said : 

"  The  old  chief,  our  father,  hath  chosen  a  wife  for 
thee.  The  maid  tarries  with  her  father  only  till  thou 
art  come  to  lead  her  home." 

Then  Umlimo  was  troubled  and  sad  at  heart,  for 
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lie  was  loth  to  leave  the  hill  or  to  take  a  wife  ;  never- 
theless the  old  chief  his  father  was  precious  in  his 
eyes,  and  he  faltered  not  to  do  his  father's  bidding. 

It  was  after  many  sunsets  the  young  chief  Zomfani 
and  Umlimo  drew  nigh  to  the  home  of  the  great  chief 
Ubukulu  the  Mighty,  and  Umlimo  knelt  before  his 
father. 

Ubukulu  said : 

"  Arise,  my  son,  my  beloved  son.  Ah  !  thou  hast 
the  face  of  thy  mother,  who  knew  thee  not,  and  whom 
thou  knewest  never." 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  My  father,  T  lack  nothing.  The  mountains  have 
ever  been  mother  to  Umlimo  ;  but  Umlimo  will  for 
ever  serve  his  father.  The  flocks  and  the  herds  are 
well." 

Then  Ubukulu  smiled  wistfully  ;  for  as  he  looked 
upon  the  face  of  his  son  he  remembered  the  beauty 
of  his  wife,  the  daughter  of  the  great  chief,  "  he  that 
was  never  afraid,"  the  joy  of  his  old  age,  the  boy's 
mother  so  long  dead. 

Ubukulu  said  : 

"  Thou  art  my  youngest  son — my  Right-hand  son. 
Abide  here  awhile,  free  to  wander  whithersoever  thou 
wilt,  so  only  thou  stray  not  far  from  me,  Umlimo." 

Umlimo  bowed  himself  before  his  father  and  de- 
parted out  of  his  presence.  He  went  beyond  the 
woodlands  a  space,  and  threw  himself  upon  the 
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flowery  ground,  beyond  where  he  might  see  the  bine, 
blue  sky  that  covers  all. 

All  the  long  afternoon  he  idled  there.  At  sunset 
a  maid  came  out  from  the  shady  woodland  and  drew 
nigh  to  him. 

She  was  very  young,  and  very  fair.  Her  hair  was 
like  the  gold  of  the  early  sunset,  her  eyes  soft  blue- 
grey,  like  nothing  he  had  ever  seen,  because  he 
had  never  seen  the  Northern  Sea.  Her  high  voice 
was  very  sweet  and  gentle.  She  said  : 

"  Thy  father  calls  for  thee,  tlmlimo.  I  am  sent  to 
bid  thee  go  to  him." 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  Who  art  thou  ? 

She  said  : 

"  Thy  father's  slave."  She  hung  her  head  and  her 
lips  trembled. 

Then  Umlimo  was  much  troubled :  for  he  could 
not  bear  sorrow.  He  rose  up  quickly,  spoke  to  th<- 
maid  gently,  and  said  : 

"Truly  I  will  go  to  my  father:  but  tell  me  first.  I 
pray  thee,  what  is  thy  name,  and  how  earnest  thou 
hither  ? " 

Then  the  maid  said  : 

"  My  name  is  Virginia.  1  left  my  home  and  my 
country  the  better  to  serve  my  King,  but  doubtless  I 
was  unworthy,  for  I  was  suffered  to  be  taken  a 
prisoner  upon  the  high  seas,  and  sold  here  a  slave." 
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Umlino's  eyes  kindled.     He  said  : 

"  Surely  thy  King  hath  little  power,  or  he  would 
send  some  to  rescue  thee." 

Virginia  said : 

'•My  King  is  mightier  than  any.  When  I  am 
worthy  I  shall  be  received  into  His  glorious  kingdom, 
with  which  there  is  none  that  can  compare.  But  I 
pray  thee  tarry  not,  or  thou  shalt  fail  in  thy  duty, 
and  I  in  mine." 

Umliino  went  slowly  away,  wondering  much  who 
that  King  might  be,  and  where  his  glorious  kingdom. 

When  he  was  come  into  his  father's  presence,  his 
father  said : 

"  Lo,  thou  art  come,  Umlimo !  Stand  back  a  little 
from  the  door  that  the  light  may  fall  upon  thee,  that 
I  may  look  upon  thee,  to  see  thee  as  thou  art," 

So  TJmlimo  stood  back,  and  the  sun  shone  low 
through  the  trees  upon  his  straight,  upright  form, 
glinting  gold  as  it  struck  athwart  the  orange  trees. 

The  old  man's  heart  was  warmed,  for  he  saw  the 
lad  was  well  grown,  strong  of  limb,  and  of  a  fair,  fine 
countenance.  He  said : 

"  It  is  more  than  twenty  moons  since  I  saw  thee 
last,  Umlimo.  Verily  thou  art  grown  since  then  ;  and 
1  am  told  thou  hast  killed  many  a  lion  on  the 
mountain  to  defend  the  flocks.  Now  shalt  thou 
abide  here  for  a  space  and  learn  of  chiefs  to  van- 
quish enemies,  for  there  be  those  who  love  us  not.' 
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Umlirno  answered  not.     Then  his  father  said : 

"  Thou  answerest  nothing.  Thou  art  not  content, 
Umlimo.  Speak,  my  son." 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  My  father,  I  love  the  mountains.  I  love  not  the 
woodlands.  I  pray  thee  suffer  me  to  continue  to  tend 
and  guard  thy  flocks." 

Then  Ubukulu  said : 

"  It  is  not  meet  for  thee,  my  son,  to  bide  always 
on  the  hills  alone.  I  have  great  desires  for  thee. 
Hearken  further.  My  friend  Sarili  is  a  great  chief,  as 
thou  knowest.  He  has  many  flocks  and  herds,  and 
much  corn.  Also  he  has  a  daughter ;  she  is  grown 
a  comely  maiden.  It  is  my  desire  that  thou  shouldst 
lead  her  hither  to  be  thy  wife.  Moreover,  I  will  give 
thee  a  goodly  gift  to  take  to  my  friend  Sarili,  her 
father,  when  thou  shalt  go  thither  to  his  country." 

Umlimo  listened  to  all  the  words  of  his  father 
with  a  heavy  heart,  for  he  loved  not  the  woodlands 
neither  did  he  care  for  the  chief  Sarili's  daughter. 
He  had  seen  her  many  moons  back,  when  he  had 
gone  with  his  brothers  to  a  great  feast  that  Sarili  had 
made  for  his  heir.  The  maid  was  but  a  little  slender 
damsel  then,  yet  were  all  the  young  chiefs  fain  to 
covet  her,  for  she  was  a  great  chiefs  daughter  and 
very  beautiful,  and  Sarili  had  much  cattle  and  much 
corn.  Umlimo  had  kept  apart  with  his  brothers, 
loving  not  to  see  the  maid  so  fluttered ;  heeding  not 
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that  she  looked  sometimes  at  him.  Also  since  then 
all  his  heart  was  full  of  the  beautiful  Barimo  he 
had  seen  upon  the  mountain  side,  but  he  would  tell 
no  one  this  lest  they  should  deride  him,  for  most 
men  of  his  people  held  the  Barimo  to  be  unfriendly. 
He  sighed  heavily  and  said : 

"  My  father's  wish  I  will  obey  ;  nevertheless,  I 
would  my  father  might  suffer  me  to  return  again 
to  the  mountains." 

Ubukulu  said : 

"  Yet  tarry  here  a  while,  my  son." 

So  Umlimo  left  his  father's  presence,  yet  tarried 
in  his  father's  home.  He  went  sometimes  with 
Zomfani  down  to  the  yellow  sea-sands,  sometimes 
far  into  the  woodlands,  and  sometimes  into  the  fields 
of  yellow  corn ;  but  whensoever  he  might  he  walked 
alone  to  where,  above  the  woodlands,  was  a  wide, 
open  space,  whence  he  could  see  the  blue,  blue  st;a 
below,  and,  stretching  far  and  far  into  the  clouds 
above,  the  hills  where  fed  his  flocks. 

One  time  he  came  upon  this  spot  at  sunset  and 
heard  singing  he  knew  not.  It  was  Virginia. 
She  stood  looking  towards  the  sea,  the  hills  behind 
her.  In  her  hand  she  held  something  glittering. 
She  sang : 

"  Thou  Shepherd  that  dost  Israel  keep, 
Give  ear  in  time  of  need." 

As  she  finished,  she  caught  sight  of  Umlimo,  and 
F  2 
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quickly  thrust  the  glittering  thing  beneath  the  white 
folds  of  the  gown  that  covered  her  bosom. 

Umlimo  drew  near.     He  said : 

"  Sing  again,  O  Virginia,  and  tell  me  also,  I  pray 
thee,  what  hidest  thou  ?  " 

The  raaid  trembled  and  turned  away,  but  Umlimo 
besought  her  gently  and  said  : 

"  Fear  not,  I  will  never  harm  thee  or  distress  thee, 
Virginia." 

Then  the  maid  said  : 

"  If  I  tell  thee  my  secret  I  am  undone." 

Umlimo  looked  at  her,  his  great  eyes  full  of  pity. 
He  said : 

"  I  will  never  betray  thee.  Take  comfort,  thou  art 
not  more  alone  here  than  I." 

Virginia  said : 

"  Thou  art  the  favoured  son  of  the  great  chief. 
Thou  dwellest  in  the  home  of  thy  father  and  of  thy 
kindred  in  thine  own  land — how  sayest  thou,  then, 
thou  art  alone  ?  " 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  0  Virginia,  I  am  a  stranger  here  because  I  love 
not  these  woodlands.  My  heart  yearns  ever  to  return 
to  the  hills,  to  my  flocks.  Look,  the  red  clouds  of 
sunset  shelter  my  mountains." 

Then  they  both  turned  to  look  upon  the  evening 
beauty  of  the  far-off  scene  ;  the  lad  fervid  as  the  sun- 
set glow,  the  maid  steadfast  as  the  everlasting  hills. 
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Virginia  said  : 

"  Art  thou  a  good  shepherd  ?  Verily,  a  good  shep- 
herd giveth  his  life  for  his  sheep." 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  A  strong  man  guardeth  his  flocks  with  his  life." 

Then  Virginia  drew  from  the  folds  over  her  bosom 
that  which  she  had  hidden  therein.  It  was  a  silver 
cross  hung  upon  a  ribbon  that  was  about  her  neck. 
She  said : 

"  It  is  the  emblem  of  my  faith.  I  hide  it  lest  it  be 
taken  from  me,  and  I  prize  it  much." 

Uinlimo  looked  upon  the  cross,  but  most  upon  the 
maid,  and  to  his  mind  came  vividly  the  recollection 
of  the  beautiful  Barimo  on  the  mountain  sida 

Virginia  said : 

"  Hast  thou  ever  in  the  night  time  seen  in  the 
heavens  some  stars  that  take  this  shape  ? "  and  she 
held  the  silver  cross  aloft. 

Umliino  said : 

"Yes,  at  times.  I  have  been  told  it  is  a  sign 
that  guided  shepherds  who  came  hither  from  the 
North  many  moons  and  moons  past.  They  watched 
for  it,  and  joyed  to  see  it,  journeying  towards  it." 

Virginia  clasped  her  hands,  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  She  said  : 

"  Ah !  there  were  other  shepherds  who  watched  for 
one  bright  star  and  followed  it.  It  is  a  blessed  life  to 
be  a  shepherd." 
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Umlirao  caught  her  hands  and  cried  : 

"  Tell  me,  tell  me  about  those  other  shepherds  ? " 

The  maid  shook  her  head.     She  said : 

"  Not  now,  I  must  return.     Already  I  have  tarried 

too  long.     See,  the  sun  has   gone.     It  will  be  dark 

under  the  pine  trees." 

Then  she  turned  and  sped  swiftly  away  through 

the  woodlands,  her  white  gown  like  a  cloud  about  her 

slender  form. 

The  light  faded — darkness  fell  upon  the  land — yet 

Umlimo  hastened  not.     Night  was  to  him  but  the 

near    approach   of  his   beloved    ideal.     The   sombre 

shadows  were  his  shelter.     The  mountain  mists  the 

veil   that   scarce   obscured   the   beauty   of  his   long 

cherished  love. 

Yet  this  night  he  watched  for  the  silver  stars  to 

shine  out  upon  the  sea. 


11. 

Now,  Nozici,  the  woman  of  the  house  where  Virginia 
abode,  was  mistress  over  the  women  slaves  of  Ubukulu 
and  set  them  their  daily  tasks. 

One  night  her  little  child  burned  with  fever. 
Virginia  carried  it  to  and  fro  all  the  night,  singing  to 
soothe  its  pain.  Therefore  the  woman  was  ever  gentle 
with  Virginia,  and  spoke  well  of  her  in  the  presence 
of  the  chief  Ubukulu. 
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One  day  Nozici  and  Virginia  sat  together  weaving 
mats,  and  Nozici  told  the  maid  that  it  was  said, 
Urnlimo,  the  young  chief,  should  wed  Zany  ana,  the 
chief  Sarili's  daughter. 

Virginia  said  nothing,  but  questioned  much  her 
heart  if  this  should  be  a  great  happiness  to  Umlimo. 

Not  many  d&ys  after,  Umlimo  sought  Virginia  and 
found  her  in  the  garden  of  Nozici,  where  she  stayed 
behind  the  others  to  crush  millet. 

Umlimo  drew  nigh  to  the  maid  and  said : 

"  Sit  down  a  little,  Virginia." 

So  they  sat  together  upon  a  large  stone  whence 
they  could  look  across  fields  and  fields,  and  over 
lower  groves  of  orange  trees,  to  where  the  sands 
stretched  far  out  to  the  blue  sea. 

Umlimo  said : 

"Tell  me,  Virginia,  who  is  thy  King." 

She  said  : 

"  His  name  is  Christ." 

He  said : 

"  Where  dwells  thy  King  ?  " 

She  said : 

"  High,  high  up  above  the  mountains — above  the 
stars.  Above  that  star-cross  those  shepherds  saw 
and  you  have  seen  is  His  kingdom  of  glory." 

He  said : 

"  Why  lovest  thou  thy  shining  cross  ?  " 

She  said : 
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"  My  King  once  suffered  much  upon  a  cross." 

He  said : 

"  Knowest  thou  how  came  the  star-cross  in  the 
night  sky  ? " 

She  said : 

"  I  believe,  before  the  days  of  the  oldest  shep- 
herds, my  God  so  placed  those  stars,  doubtless  to 
be  a  guide  to  those  who  sought.  And  once  another 
star  that  guided  other  shepherds.  Shepherds  have 
ever  sought  more  for  others  than  for  themselves." 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Virginia,  listen.  Often  at  evening  I  watch  the 
mountains.  I  see  forms — fair,  white — come  floating 
down  with  the  clouds.  Sometimes  they  retire,  soar- 
ing aloft.  Sometimes  they  disappear.  Oh,  they  arc 
beautiful !  beautiful !  Tell  me,  are  they  Barimo  of 
the  country  of  your  King  ?  " 

The  boy  threw  himself  at  her  feet,  his  eyes 
aglow. 

Virginia  arose  and  stood  looking  up  at  the  hills. 
She  said  : 

"  Doubtless  the  angels  do  come  to  thee,  for  I  am 
sure  thou  art  pure  of  heart,  and  verily  it  is  written, 
'  He  shall  give  His  angels  charge.'  " 

Umlimo  caught  her  hands  and  cried : 

"  Virginia,  Virginia,  I  love  thee  !  " 

Virginia  drew  her  hands  away  and  wept  and 
said: 
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"  I  am  thy  father's  slave — his  slave.  Have  pity 
on  me  ! " 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Canst  thou  not  love  me,  Virginia  ? " 

She  said : 

"  Umliino,  I  love  not  any  man.  I  live  only  to  do 
the  bidding  of  my  King.  But  I  will  serve  thy  father 
and  thee  ever,  as  a  slave  should.  And  so  I  do 
beseech  thee  betray  me  not ! " 

Umlimo  said : 

"  I  will  never  betray  thee.  Yet  if  I  love  thee, 
even  so  do  I  love  the  beautiful  Barimo,  whom  others 
dread." 

Virginia  lifted  her  tear-laden  grey  eyes  and  looked 
upon  him  and  said : 

"  Fear  not.  Umlimo.  Often  have  I  been  told 
angels  are  messengers.  Perchance  are  the  Barimo 
sent  to  thee  sometimes  to  comfort  thee,  or  maybe 
with  good  tidings.  Verily,  something  tells  me  one 
night  thou  shalt  attain  thy  heart's  desire  by  the 
solving  of  this  mystery  when  the  star-cross  is  in  the 
sky.  Where  thou  abidest  thou  rnayest  see  my  star- 
cross.  When  thou  shalt  see  it  sometimes  remember 
the  King  of  Love,  whose  humble  servant  is  thy  slave 
—Virginia." 

Then  Virginia  turned  away  and  hastened  to 
resume  her  labour  in  the  sun-heated  field  of  millet 
Also  the  sun  shone  fiercely  upon  Umlimo  as  he  sat 
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upon  the  stone,  but  lie  heeded  not.  His  head  was 
bowed  above  his  clasped  hands  upon  his  knees.  And 
no  bird  sang. 


IIL 

Now,  about  this  time  one  went  and  told  the  chief, 
Ubukulu  the  Mighty  : 

"  Behold,  my  father,  the  young  chief  Umlimo 
speaketh  often  with  the  fair  slave  Virginia." 

Then  Ubukulu  was  troubled,  for  his  heart  was 
warm  towards  Umlimo,  his  Right-hand  son,  his 
youngest  born,  and  the  desire  of  his  old  age  was  to 
make  Umlimo  a  great  chief.  So  he  bade  the  man 
leave  him.  Then  he  took  counsel  of  his  own  heart 
in  solitude  what  he  would  do,  for  he  would  not  harm 
the  little  white  slave-maid.  After  three  nights 
Ubukulu  bade  some  that  were  about  him  that  they 
should  seek  and  fetch  his  son  Umlimo. 

So  Umlimo  came  and  stood  before  his  father,  and 
his  father  said : 

"  Umlimo,  my  son,  to-day  I  send  ten  oxen  laden 
with  skins — a  small  gift  to  my  friend  Sarili;  and 
thereto  shall  I  add  some  chains  of  gold,  and  the 
young  slave-maiden  Virginia,  a  gift  to  his  daughter. 
What  sayest  thou  ?  Wilt  thou  bear  these  gifts  and 
look  again  upon  the  face  of  Zanyana,  who  shall  be 
thy  wife  ?  Let  thy  heart  speak,  my  son." 
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Umlimo  cast  himself  before  his  father,  and  cried 
out  and  said : 

"  0  my  father,  my  father !  Suffer  me  to  return  to 
my  flocks  upon  the  hills.  I  am  not  fain  to  take  a 
wife." 

Ubukulu  said  : 

"  Harden  not  thine  heart,  Umlimo.  Be  not  stub- 
born and  perverse,  0  my  son.  It  has  been  ever  the 
custom  of  our  chiefs  to  marry.  I  have  chosen  a 
beautiful  maiden  for  thee,  and  her  father  will  not  send 
her  empty  handed.  Also  I  will  give  unto  thee  the 
land  upon  the  hills  that  is  sloping  to  the  south  and 
east  towards  the  sea,  with  sheep  and  herds  to  feed 
thereon  ;  men  and  slaves.  I  shall  see  thee  a  power  in 
the  land  before  I  die." 

Then  Umlimo  grieved  sore  for  the  good  words  his 
father  spake  unto  him,  yet  could  he  not  subdue  his 
heart  to  his  father's  will,  so  great  was  his  own  desire, 
so  little  could  he  brook  control.  At  last  he  said  : 

"  My  father,  I  am  thy  son,  how  can  I  rebel  against 
thee  ?  Yet  suffer  me,  I  pray  thee,  to  return  to  my  hills, 
if  but  for  the  space  of  a  few  moons,  then  if  it  be  still 
thy  will,  I  will  return  to  thee  again  to  do  thy  bidding." 

Ubukulu  had  learned  wisdom  and  patience  with 
age.  He  said : 

"  Go  in  peace,  my  son." 

So  Umlimo  rose  up  and  went  his  way.  Yet  because 
of  the  words  his  father  had  spoken,  and  because  of 
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the  promise  he  had  given,  he  restrained  himself  and 
sought  not  to  look  again  upon  the  face  of  Virginia. 

It  was  noonday.  As  Umlimo  passed  by  the  houso 
where  Virginia  lodged,  the  little  child  whom  she  had 
fondled  stood  at  the  door,  and  she  followed  Umlimo 
as  he  took  his  way  through  the  pine  groves  and  the 
great  fields  of  sugar-cane,  tall,  waving,  green,  sunlit, 
against  the  blue  sky.  Greener  yet  the  sugar  birds 
darting  hither  and  yon  amongst  the  sweet  stuff,  cling- 
ing to  the  canes  with  eager  kissing  bills. 

Suddenly  he  turned  to  look  back,  and  so  saw  the 
little  child,  her  bare  brown  feet  upon  the  red  path, 
her  great  brown  eyes  gazing  up  at  him.  He  stopped, 
took  her  in  his  arms,  and  carried  her  back  to  the  pine 
grove.  There  he  gathered  a  handful  of  ixias,  closed 
and  brown  now,  but  well  he  knew  later  they  would 
unfold  their  white  petals  and  cast  upon  the  moonlit 
night  the  passionate  abundance  of  their  sweet  perfume. 

To  the  child  he  said  : 

"  Dost  thou  love  Virginia  ? " 

The  child  said : 

"  Yes,  I  love  Virginia  with  ah1  my  heart." 

Umlimo  said  to  the  child  : 

"  If  thou  lovest  Virginia,  thou  wilt  return  and  give 
to  her  these  flowers  that  I  give  to  thee." 

The  child  said : 

"  I  will  return." 

So  Umlimo  set  the  child  at  the  edge  of  the  pine 
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grove  and  the  child  departed,  and  Umlimo  set  forth 
once  more  through  the  green  sugar-cane  towards  the 
hills,  heeding  not  the  noonday  sun.  Its  glowing  heat 
was  not  more  burning  than  his  passionate  heart,  yet 
he  chose  his  steps  that  he  might  not  harm  blooming 
thing  or  tiny  life,  so  tender  was  his  nature. 


IV. 

Now,  when  Uinlimo  was  gone  Ubukulu  commanded 
to  make  ready  against  the  morrow's  sunrise,  and  sent 
one  to  tell  Virginia  that  she  must  journey  to  the  land 
of  Sarili,  and  become  the  handmaid  of  his  daughter, 
Zanyana  the  Beautiful. 

Virginia  sat  at  the  door  of  Nozici's  house,  under 
the  shade  of  a  great  palm  tree,  at  work  As  she 
worked  she  sang : 

"  Thou  Shepherd  that  dost  Israel  keep, 
Give  ear  in  time  of  need." 

Presently  came  the  servant  of  Ubukulu  and  told 
his  message. 

Virginia  let  fall  her  work  and  put  her  hands  before 
her  face,  weeping  sore.  She  feared  to  leave  the  home 
of  Nozici  lest  another  should  be  less  kind. 

As  she  sat  weeping  came  the  little  child  and  called 
her  name : 

"  Virginia  !  Virginia  ! " 


84          LEGENDARY  LANDMARKS  OF  AFRICA. 

And  Virginia  looked  and  beheld  the  child,  and 
the  brown  flowers  in  the  little  brown  hand. 

The  child  said : 

"  Take  them,  Virginia.  I  give  them  to  thee  be- 
cause I  love  thee.  The  man  with  the  blue  crane 
feathers  gave  them  to  me." 

So  Virginia  knew  that  Uinlimo  had  meant  the 
child  to  give  to  her  the  sweet  night  blossoms.  To 
herself  she  said : 

"  Verily  rny  sorrow  is  great,  yet  will  I  comfort  me. 
One  day  I  shall  not  doubt,  but  know  how  true  are  the 
words  of  the  prophet — '  Joy  cometh  in  the  morning.' 
Even  so  came  of  old  those  tidings  of  great  joy  to  the 
shepherds — in  the  morning." 

Her  heart  was  tender  for  Umlimo,  but  her  soul 
was  above  all  earthly  loves,  pledged  through  bitter 
loss  to  her  God — an  alien  God,  as  she  was  an  alien. 
Ah,  bethink  ye,  all  ye  that  pass  by,  bethink  ye,  only 
an  alien  can  know  the  aching  loss  of  kindred  and 
country — the  loneliness  of  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land. 

So  one  day,  in  a  year  that  knows  no  winter's  cold, 
Virginia  came  to  the  country  of  Sarili,  and  so  before 
his  daughter,  the  princess  Zanyana,  her  new  mistress. 

Zanyana  stood  under  the  tawny  shade  of  a  group 
of  red  gum  trees,  the  full  yellow  sun  of  the  afternoon 
falling  athwart  the  life-warm  red  upon  the  grass,  and 
upon  the  red  earth  path  that  led  from  hers  to  her 
father's  house. 
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Zanyana — a  queen  by  right  of  race  and  beauty. 
Tall,  upright,  her  gold-brown  tunic  set  off  with  rich 
red  garlands  of  poinsettia  leaves  and  fringe  of  Kaffir 
bloom.  Bands  of  gold  about  her  arms,  her  neck,  her 
ankles ;  fillets  of  gold  binding  her  hair,  her  soft  brown 
eyes  the  gentler  for  her  rich  attire. 

Virginia  knelt  before  Zanyana.  The  hot  yellow 
sun,  atwixt  the  red  leaves,  made  beautiful  both  the 
fair  kneeling  slave  and  the  dark  gentle  princess.  If 
the  aureola  adorned  one  a  queen,  even  so  it  crowned 
the  other  a  saint. 

Virginia  said : 

"  Behold  the  servant  of  Zanyana  the  Beautiful. 
My  master,  Ubukulu  the  Mighty,  hath  sent  me 
hither,  0  princess." 

Zanyana  said : 

"  Arise,  maiden.     Fear  not.     Who  brought  thee  ?  " 

Virginia  did  not  rise.     She  said  : 

"  The  servants  of  my  master,  Ubukulu  the  Mighty, 
brought  me  here,  O  princess,  by  the  grace  of  my 
God." 

Zanyana  said : 

"  Who  is  thy  God  ?  " 

Virginia  said  : 

"  My  God  is  not  thy  God,  0  princess ;  but  suffer  me, 
I  do  beseech  thee,  to  worship  Him  silently  in  peace, 
and  I  will  serve  thee  ever  as  a  slave  should." 

Zanyana  said : 
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"  Arise,  Virginia.  So,  I  have  heard  of  thee,  how 
good  thou  art ;  thou  shalt  be  safe  here." 

Then  Virginia  stood  up  and  looked  upon  the  face 
of  Zanyana,  and  marvelled  at  her  great  beauty. 

The  princess  leaned  idly  against  the  great  trunk  of 
a  red  gum  tree,  and  tossed  from  hand  to  hand  three 
crimson  pomegranates.  As  she  toyed  wantonly  with 
the  brilliant  fruit,  her  eyes  cast  down  upon  it,  she 
said  : 

"Tell  me/  I  pray  thee,  how  fare  the  sons  of 
Ubukulu  the  Mighty  ? " 

Virginia  said : 

"  O  princess,  all  of  the  house  of  Ubukulu  the 
Mighty  are  well  Zembe  the  Heir  grows  powerful  in 
princely  strength.  Zomfani  the  Eldest-born  is  ever 
kind  to  all.  Umlimo  the  Young  Chief  has  been  with 
his  father  now  two  moons  or  more — he  has  but  just 
set  forth  to  return  to  the  hill  country." 

Then  Zanyana  cast  away  the  crimson  pomegran- 
ates and  crushed  relentlessly  the  Kaffir  bloom  at 
her  girdle.  Stamping  upon  the  red  path  she  cried 
out : 

"  Umlimo  hath  departed  from  the  woodlands  ? 
Then  Umlimo  loves  not  Zanyana.  I  am  forsaken  of 
my  lover.  Forsaken,  forsaken  ! "  and  Zanyana  cast 
herself  upon  the  ground. 

Virginia  drew  nigh  and  touched  Zanyana  softly, 
and  said : 
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"  Take  comfort,  0  my  mistress.  Lo,  I  come  a 
gift  to  thee  from  the  father  of  Umlimo.  Thy  lover 
seeks  no  other  princess ;  he  sends  no  spear-head 
hither.  Ere  many  moons  are  gone  doubtless  he  will 
return  to  claim  his  promised  bride." 

Then  Virginia  sat  down  upon  the  ground  beside 
the  princess  and  touched  her  jewelled  arm  with  a 
cool  white  hand. 

Zanyana  ceased  her  moan.  The  sun  dropped 
suddenly  behind  the  red-leafed  trees,  and  a  cool  grey 
darkness  came  upon  the  two  maids. 

One  loving — one  beloved. 

One  fair  and  free  though  bound. 

One  fair  and  bound  though  free. 


v. 

IN  the  land  of  Sarili,  Virginia  dwelt  in  the  house 
of  /any ana  her  mistress. 

Virginia  was  not  unhappy,  for  she  was  meek  of 
heart,  and  her  soul's  gaze  was  ever  fixed  upon  a  King, 
not  of  any  earthly  country.  Zanyana  loved  her  well, 
and  of  her  large  gentleness  spared  the  slave  many 
humiliations :  days  and  days  the  maidens  passed 
together,  in  maiden  pleasures  and  sweet  companion- 
ship. 

Zanyana  could  sing  like  any  forest  bird.  The 
mocking-bird,  at  late  sundown  pouring  forth  his  rich 
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chant,  or  at  sunrise  waking  the  world  with  joy,  is  not 
a  sweeter  singer  than  was  this  maid,  who  had  learned 
of  him  and  now  excelled  her  master.  The  maid  sang 
as  the  bird  sang — strong  and  clear  when  her  heart 
was  glad  in  the  new  hope  of  the  early  dawn,  tender 
and  true  when  the  sun  had  set,  and  the  new  day  had 
not  brought  her  heart's  desire. 

When  the  stars  shone  out  in  the  deep  blue  sky 
would  Virginia  sing,  gentle  and  low,  the  song  of  her 
own  people : 

"  Thou  Shepherd  that  dost  Israel  keep, 
Give  ear  in  time  of  need." 

One  sunset,  as  the  two  maids  sat  together  under 
the  red  gum  trees,  suddenly  in  the  gathering  dusk  the 
woman  Nozici  approached,  coming  from  out  the  forest 
towards  them,  the  little  child  bound  upon  her  back, 
her  feet  wounded  with  travel,  her  head  bent,  her  hands 
\voary. 

Virginia  ran  eagerly  towards  her,  and  said  : 
"  Nozici !     What  tidings  ?  what  cheer  ?  " 
Nozici  put  the  child  upon  the  ground  and  said : 
"  O  Virginia,  I    bring  sad  tidings !     Sorrow  and 
heaviness  have  come  upon  me  and  mine,  and,  per- 
chance, on    thee.     Ubukulu  the    Mighty  is  dead — is 
dead  !     Zembe  the  Heir  loves  us  not,  neither  loves  he 
the  Young  Chief  Umlimo,  for  he  hath  declared  him 
outcast,  and   seized   all.     Oh    woe — woe    to    me  and 
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mine  !  to  the  Young  Chief  Umlimo  !  to  those  who  love 
him  !  "  Nozici  wept  aloud. 

Then,  in  her  own  tongue,  Virginia  said : 

"  God  save  us  !  "  and  she  ran  swiftly  before  Nozici 
towards  Zanyana.  Kneeling  she  kissed  the  hand  of 
her  mistress  and  said  : 

"  O  Zanyana,  my  mistress,  take  courage  ;  trouble 
and  loss  and  humility  have  come  to  thy  lover. 
Umlimo  is  bereft  of  the  good  old  man  his  father ; 
Zembe  the  Heir  has  seized  upon  the  possessions  that 
Ubukulu  the  Mighty  gave  to  his  Right-hand  son. 
Umlimo,  and  Umlimo  is  declared  outcast!  Poor 
Umlimo,  alone  upon  the  hills  !  who  shall  pity  him  ? " 

Then  Zanyana  flung  away  the  hand  of  her  slave 
Virginia,  rose  to  her  feet,  her  eyes  kindling,  and  cried 
out : 

"  Stand  off,  slave !  dare  not  pity  thy  master. 
Umlimo  is  chief!  The  hills,  the  flocks,  the  herds, 
the  servants,  the  slaves,  all  that  Ubukulu  his  father 
bequeathed  to  Umlimo  are  his  for  ever.  Stand  off !  " 
And  the  dark  maid  triumphant  went  her  way  along 
the  dusky  path  to  the  house  of  Sarili,  her  father. 

As  Zanyana  drew  nigh  the  house  of  Sarili  he  saw 
her,  and  called  out : 

"  Ho !  my  daughter  Zanyana,  whence  comest 
thou  ? " 

Zanyana  in  a  clear,  rich  voice  replied  and  said  : 

"  I  come  with  tidings  of  war.     Listen  to  me,  O  my 
G  2 
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father  !  "  Then  the  dark  maid  stood  before  her  father, 
royal  heart  to  royal  heart  in  the  growing  darkness, 
and  told  the  tidings  she  had  heard,  and  said : 

"  My  father,  alas  !  alas  !  Ubukulu  the  Mighty  is 
dead — is  dead  !  My  betrothed,  Umlimo,  is  far  distant 
upon  the  hills.  Zeinbe  the  Heir  has  seized  all  and 
declares  Umlimo  outcast.  Suffer  it  not !  suffer  it  not ! 
O  my  father !  Give  me  a  few  braves  and  let  me  send 
them  to  the  land  of  Ubukulu  the  Mighty,  to  claim  and 
defend  all  that  which  he  gave  and  promised  to  Um- 
limo, my  betrothed." 

Sarili  rocked  himself  to  and  fro  and  mourned  and 
said  : 

"  Alas  !  alas  my  friend  Ubukulu  ! " 

The  maid  stood  patiently  before  him,  for  well  she 
knew  how  loyally  the  two  chiefs  had  loved  one  another. 
At  last  she  said : 

"  My  father,  shall  not  Ubukulu  be  obeyed,  living 
or  dead  ?  Shall  not  my  lover,  the  favoured  son  of  thy 
friend,  have  chance  to  claim  his  own  ?  Shall  the  one 
only  daughter  of  Sarili  be  mocked  of  Zembe  and  his 
people  ? " 

The  old  chief  was  roused.     He  said  : 

"  Verily,  no !  thou  hast  wisdom,  girl.  Call  up  the 
young  men,  thy  kindred." 

Then  Zanyana  clapped  her  hands  to  make  a  great 
noise,  and  in  a  loud  voice  called  out  again  and  again  : 

"  Mnakwetu  ! " 
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Then  all  the  young  chiefs  who  were  her  brothers 
and  cousins,  and  all  the  young  men  their  friends,  ran 
together  towards  her ;  but  the  women  trembled, 
because  the  girl  had  dared  to  call  out  to  the  young 
chiefs,  for  the  maidens  of  her  country  were  taught  to 
be  ever  modest  and  shy.  Nevertheless,  this  time 
Zanyana  was  heedless — so  much  her  love  and  passion 
conquered  her. 

She  said : 

"Who  will  go  for  me  to  the  land  of  Ubukulu  the 
Mighty,  and  defend  the  property  of  my  absent  chief, 
Umlimo  ?  I  am  Zanyana,  the  one  only  daughter  of 
Sarili,  your  chief.  Have  I  no  brothers  who  are 
princes,  no  friends  who  are  brave  ? " 

Then  all  the  young  men  shouted  aloud  mightily  : 

"  O  Zanyana  !  O  Zanyana  !  We  will  protect 
Zanyana  our  sister,  our  princess !  Tsi,  ha,  ha,  the 
weapons  of  Khakhabay  ! "  Thus  by  the  war  cry  of 
their  tribe  they  pledged  themselves. 

Zanyana  was  comforted,  and  returned  to  her 
house  to  prepare  for  the  morrow,  when  the  braves 
should  depart  on  their  journey. 

But  ere  she  entered  the  door  of  her  house,  one 
came  near  her  in  the  dark,  and  in  a  low,  hissing  voice 
said : 

"  Harken,  Zanyana  the  Beautiful  Umlimo,  thy 
betrothed,  loves  thee  not.  Lo,  he  loves  Virginia,  thy 
slave/' 
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Zanyana  said : 

"  Liar  ! "  and  struck  out  at  the  voice  in  the  dark. 
Nevertheless,  the  steel  had  entered  her  soul 


VI. 

THE  next  day  at  sunrise  the  young  chiefs  who  were 
brothers  and  cousins  of  Zanyana,  with  many  young 
men  who  were  their  friends,  set  off  to  the  country  of 
Ubukulu,  to  defy  Zembe,  and  to  secure  the  portion 
of  Umlimo. 

Zanyana  stood  to  see  them  set  forth,  and  wished 
them  well  with  a  clear  voice  and  gentle  looks,  and  as 
they  disappeared  shouting,  she  shouted  to  them  again 
with  all  her  might  the  war  cry  : 

"  Tsi,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  weapons  of  Khakhabay !  " 

Virginia  stood  behind  her  mistress.     When  they 

were   all  gone  Zanyana   turned   not,   but    remained 

looking  up  the  leafy  valley,  her  hands  above  her  eyes 

to  shade  them  from  the  hot,  hot  sun. 

Then  Virginia  drew  near  her  mistress  and  softly 
said  : 

"  Art  thou  content,  my  mistress  ? " 
Zanyana  tumed  roughly  away  and  said : 
"  What  matter  to  thee  ?     I  love  thee  no  longer, 
Virginia.       Thou    wouldst    steal    the    heart    of  my 
betrothed !     I  have  heard  how  he  spake  to  thee  and 
thou  to  him  before  thou  was  sent  hither." 
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Then  Virginia  knelt  upon  the  ground  and  clasped 
her  hands  and  wept  and  said : 

"  0  brave,  beautiful  Zanyana,  my  mistress,  believe 
it  not.  I  am  thy  faithful  slave  Virginia.  I  love  not 
any  man.  All  my  heart  is  given  to  my  King,  my 
own  gentle  Shepherd." 

Zanyana  said  : 

"  Where  dwells  thy  King  ? " 

Virginia  said : 

"  Far,  far  away,  beyond  these  lands,  where  the 
pastures  are  ever  green,  and  the  still  waters  flow. 
\Vhere  the  sun  may  not  burn  by  day,  nor  harm  come 
by  night." 

Zanyana  said : 

"  Is  it  not  true,  that  which  I  have  said,  Umlirno 
spake  often  to  thee  ?  What  said  Umlimo  ? 

Virginia  said  : 

"  Umlimo  is  a  good  shepherd.  He  spake  to  me 
of  his  flocks,  and  of  his  hills,  and  a  little  of  the 
mountain  Barimo  ;  and  again,  of  the  star-cross  in  the 
night  sky,  which  he  can  see  at  times  when  he  watches 
at  night  on  the  mountain  slopes." 

Zanyana  said : 

"  What  means  your  star-cross  in  the  night  sky  { 
Tell  me,  too,  of  the  star-cross." 

Virginia  said : 

"  Beautiful  mistress,  since  I  have  leave,  I  will  tell 
thee  what  I  know  in  my  poor  ignorance.  A  great 
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God,  your  '  Qamata,'  once  placed  those  brightest 
stars  in  the  southern  sky  in  form  of  a  cross. 
Shepherds  of  old,  many  long,  long  moons  back, 
watched  for  that  cross  upon  the  blue  sea,  and  so 
sailed  their  ships  that  they  came  hither.  On  one 
fair,  warm  night  so  they  came.  They  also  served 
the  God  I  own.  On  the  very  day  my  King  of  Love 
was  born  they  reached  this  fairest  land.  In  their 
tongue  they  called  it  the  '  Birthday  of  Christ,'  who 
is  also  my  King,  '  Dia  de  Natal.'  In  my  tongue  we 
say  '  Christmas  Day.'  Oh,  if  I  might  I  could  tell  you 
too  how  other  shepherds,  moons  and  moons  before  these, 
followed  one  single  star,  and  following,  found  the 
King  of  Love,  a  tiny  Babe,  on  Christmas  morning." 

Virginia,  stopped,  panting,  her  fair  white  face 
suffused  with  pink,  her  soft  grey  eyes  upturned. 

Zanyana,  with  folded  arms,  her  leaf-crowned  head 
thrown  back,  looked  at  her  slave,  heeding,  yet  seeming 
heedless.  She  said : 

"  And  these  braves  who  came  hither  by  sea,  follow- 
ing the  star-cross  :  why  came  they  ?  What  sought 
they  ? " 

Virginia  dropped  her  eyes,  her  hands,  her  voice. 
She  said  : 

"  Perchance  they  sought,  like  me,  the  better  to  serve 
their  King.  Verily,  I  have  heard  that — like  me  also — 
it  prolited  them  little.  But  I  know,  as  they  knew,  that 
our  King  giveth  to  them  that  endure  an  everlasting 
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home,  where  we  shall  have,  even  as  you  believe, 
three  times— thrice  three  times — the  enjoyment  of 
this  life." 

Zany  ana  stretched  out  her  hands  and  sprang 
forward,  passionately  crying : 

"  Virginia,  Virginia,  I  will  love  iny  shepherd  even 
as  you  love  yours." 

So  these  two  loving  maids  were  happy  with  each 
other  all  the  day,  because  each  knew  the  sorrow  of 
the  other.  The  dark,  beautiful  princess  grieved  for 
her  slave  because  she  was  weak  and  loved  that  which 
was  beyond  her  reach ;  and  the  fair  slave-maid  grieved 
for  her  mistress,  because  her  power  and  her  beauty 
availed  her  little  to  gain  a  love  she  hungered  for. 

At  evening  they  sat  together  under  the  red-leafed 
trees,  hand  in  hand,  sheltered  by  the  cool,  still  dark. 
The  mocking-bird  sang  plaintively  from  the  towering 
tree-top,  but  Zanyana  answered  him  not.  Softly  she 
spoke  to  Virginia  and  said : 

"  Tell  me,  Virginia,  about  the  Barimo  that  Umlimo 
loves.  How  knows  he  the  Barimo  ?  Whence  come 
they?" 

Virginia  said : 

"  The  Barimo  whom  Umlimo  sees,  come  with  the 
gathering  clouds  upon  the  mountain  sides.  Umlimo 
sees  them  sometimes  at  late  evening,  or  in  the  night 
time,  when  the  stars  or  the  moon  shine.  He  fears 
them  not.  Even  as  I  fear  not,  but  love  the  angels,  for 
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111  my  country  we  believe  the  angels  are  servants  of 
our  God,  even  as  we  are." 

Then  Zanyana  said  : 

"  Knowest  thou  why  my  lover  Umlirno  is  called 
'  the  Dreamer  '  ?  " 

Virginia  said : 

<;  Perchance  because  he  dreams  his  life  away  upon 
the  hills,  rather  than  take  his  part  with  other 
chiefs." 

Zanyana  said : 

"  It  is  many  moons,  thou  knowest,  since  last  I  saw 
my  chief;  tell  me,  I  pray  thee,  thou  who  hast  seen 
him  scarce  a  moon  back,  how  may  I  know  him 
now  ? " 

Virginia  said  : 

"  Umlirno  is  verily  a  chief,  0  my  mistress.  He  is 
tall  and  lithe  and  strong ;  yet  would'st  thou  know  him 
best  by  his  tender  shepherd  eyes." 

Zanyana  turned  her  head  that  she  might  dry 
unseen  the  tears  she  could  not  refrain.  Then  softly 
she  said : 

"  Virginia,  thou  hast  a  true  and  loyal  heart.  Thou 
lovest  well  thy  King,  though  he  seeming  careth  little 
for  thee.  I  will  take  pattern  of  thee.  I  will  seek  my 
shepherd  chief,  and  win  his  own  heart's  love.  I  care 
not  to  be  princess  here  in  the  land  of  my  father  if 
Umlimo  loves  me  not.  Wilt  thou  journey  with  me, 
Virginia  ?  It  will  be  a  long,  weary  way — yet  short  to 
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me  because  I  seek  my  love.     What  for  thee  ?     Speak, 
Virginia,  my  sister,  my  friend." 

Virginia  was  weeping.  Yet  her  heart  was  strong, 
so  small  a  thing  she  held  her  own  desire.  She  said : 

Whithersoever  thou  wilt  go,  Zanyana  my  mistress, 
I  will  attend  thee.  I  fear  no  pain.  My  God  is  ever 
my  refuge  and  strength,  and  a  very  present  help." 

The  darkness  deepened,  the  song  of  the  mocking- 
bird was  hushed,  but  a  thousand  insect  voices  made 
the  night  air  murmurous  with  their  ceaseless  chant. 

The  two  maids  went  quietly  away  within  the  house 
to  rest.  For  rest  comes  to  all  nature,  even  to  bruised 
and  wounded  hearts.  And  death,  that  long,  best  rest, 
is  loved  at  last,  when  troublous  life  has  taught  its 
time-worn  lesson — so  old,  yet  oh,  so  hard,  so  long  to 
learn. 


VII. 

Now  Umlimo  the  Dreamer  returned  from  the 
woodlands,  the  home  of  Ubukulu  his  father,  and  it 
was  towards  the  beginning  of  the  young  leaf  of  the 
ever  sun-warmed  year.  The  nights  were  cold  upon 
the  mountains,  and  Umlimo  wrapped  himself  well  in 
his  leopard-skin,  and  sought  shelter  under  the  lee  of 
some  of  the  great  rocks  that  formed  the  lesser  heights 
of  his  hill  country.  Always  now  he  chose  to  look 
towards  the  south,  where  at  full  night  he  might  see 
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the  star  cross  above  the  far  blue  sea.  Yet  at  evening 
he  loved  best  to  watch  the  mountain  slopes,  and  the 
beautiful  Barimo  whom  he  feared  not. 

His  heart  was  never  now  so  glad  as  of  old,  in  the 
hot  noonday,  or  at  sunrise  when  the  golden  orioles 
sang  out  with  boundless  joy  from  the  yellow- wood 
trees  in  the  valley.  His  heart  failed  him  when  he 
remembered  the  maid  he  scarcely  knew  nor  loved,  yet 
must  wed  ;  or  the  maid  he  might  not  wed,  yet  knew 
and  loved. 

At  times  he  recollected  how  patient  was  this  maid 
who  repined  not  her  loss  of  home,  of  kin. 

Again  at  times  he  strove  to  recall  the  beauty  of 
that  other  maid,  she  whom  he  should  wed,  but  it  was 
in  vain  :  he  could  not  picture  her.  Well  he  remem- 
bered she  was  beautiful,  also  that  some  had  said  she 
often  looked  at  him. 

Suchwise  evenings  and  evenings  passed  away,  and 
the  lad,  though  he  slept  not,  dreamed  dreams. 

Now,  one  evening,  just  after  sunset,  the  clouds 
gathered  thickly  grey,  the  wind  blew  chill.  Umlimo 
sat  upon  the  ground,  wind-dried,  catching  hard,  white 
lights  in  the  starlight.  Umlimo  sat  upon  the  ground, 
wrapped  in  his  leopard-skin,  watching  the  mountains  ; 
and  as  he  watched,  he  beheld  a  figure  of  exceeding 
grace  descending  the  mountain  side,  advancing  toward 
him.  As  it  drew  nearer  it  stopped.  Heavy  clouds 
swept  past  and  obscured  the  Barimo,  but  in  the  still 
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darkness  Umlimo  heard  with  mortal  ears  the  song, 
as  of  the  mocking-bird,  yet  words,  rich  and  clear  : 

"  Umlimo,  Umliino,  awake  from  thy  dream. 
The  sunrise  is  clearer, 
Thy  Truelove  is  dearer, 
Thy  life-work  is  nearer. 
Than  all  thy  night  fancies  may  seein." 

All  was  still.  The  clouds  passed,  the  stars  shone 
out  — but  the  vision  had  passed. 

Umlimo  sprang  to  his  feet  and  ran  towards  the 
mountain,  his  eager  eyes  piercing  both  cloud  and  mist. 
]>ut  it  was  gone,  and  he,  amazed,  could  take  no  thought 
to  guess  the  mystery  of  the  veiled  Barimo,  nor  of  the 
night  bird's  song,  which  had  thrilled  him  with  un- 
speakable delight ;  familiar,  yet  so  rapturously  new. 

Long  and  long  the  next  night  Uinlirno  watched 
again,  but  no  vision  came.  The  same  stars  shone  out 
clear  and  white  upon  the  wind-swept  stones.  The 
lad  chafed,  and  chid  himself  because  his  soul  rebelled. 
He  could  not  care  to  watch,  as  once  he  did,  for  the 
star-cross,  but  could  look  only  at  the  mountain  side, 
longing  for  the  night  gathering  clouds. 

All  the  hot  day  as  he  tended  his  sheep  he  strove 
to  recall  the  words  of  the  bird's  song,  yet  in  vain.  Only 
the  familiar  music  smote  ceaselessly  upon  his  ears. 

After  three  or  four  nights  had  passed  by,  Umlimo 
strove  to  forget.  He  turned  his  back  upon  the 
mountains.  He  courted  sleep  with  closed  eyes.  Ho 
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sought  to  see  the  star-cross  away  above  the  sea   in 
the  south.     He  wrestled  for  oblivion. 

Then  suddenly  upon  the  still  night  air  came  once 
again  melodiously  clear  the  refrain  : 

"  TJmlimo,  Umlimo,  awake  from  thy  dream, 
The  sunrise  is  clearer, 
Thy  Truelove  is  dearer, 
Thy  life-work  is  nearer, 
Than  all  thy  night  fancies  may  seem." 

Again  the  lad  sprang  to  his  feet,  but  even  as  the 
last  words  died  away  the  thick,  dark  clouds,  as  before, 
obscured  all.  Dimly  he  could  a  little  discern  the 
receding  veiled  figure  fleeing  towards  the  mountain. 

Umlimo  sat  down  upon  a  great  white  stone.  The 
words  rang  in  his  ears.  This  time  he  forgot  them 
not,  but  pondered.  That  it  was  one  of  the  Barimo  he 
never  doubted.  He  said  : 

"  I  will  watch  once  more.  If  the  Barimo  shall  sing 
to  me  again,  surely  I  shall  comprehend  better.  The 
sunrise  I  know,  but  '  Truelove,'  my  '  Life-work,'  verily 
1  know  them  not."  Yet  in  his  heart  of  hearts  Umlimo 
knew  he  deceived  himself. 

Many  nights  Umlimo  watched,  but  the  veiled 
Barimo  came  not;  and  when  the  mocking-bird  sang 
he  could  hear  no  words.  Then  his  heart  sickened  for 
very  longing  and  loneliness. 

At  last  one  day  he  said  ; 

"  Truly  I  have  wrought  mine  own  undoing.    I  have 
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forsaken  my  father  and  my  kindred  to  seek  mine  own 
joy,  and  joy  hath  fled  from  me  since  I  sought  only  for 
it  I  will  return  to  the  old  chief,  my  father,  in  the 
woodlands.  I  will  humble  myself  and  ask  counsel  of 
my  father,  and  do  his  bidding;  so  shall  I  at  least 
appease  my  soul." 

So  Umlimo  the  Dreamer  prepared  for  his  journey. 

To  his  few  trusty  servants  he  gave  charge  of  his 
flocks.  In  his  hand  he  took  his  staff.  His  leopard- 
skin  he  bound  upon  his  back,  and  hung  upon  his 
beaded  belt  the  treasures  he  most  cared  to  keep. 
Ready  at  the  last  his  spear,  cut  and  polished  with 
sharp  stones,  tried  in  the  fire,  such  as  his  people  knew 
so  well  to  use  in  battle. 

At  sunrise  he  would  set  forth.  Ah  !  yet  he  had  to 
learn  how  mutable  is  man's  most  fixed  desire.  At 
sunrise !  Ere  the  sun  rose  Umlirno  sat  upon  a  stone 
motionless,  his  spirit  bowed  with  grief.  The  bitter 
grief  that  tortures  the  poor  heart  with  keenest  sorrow, 
the  grief  that,  stern,  relentless,  cries  "  Too  late !  too 
late ! " 

Zomfani  sat  beside  Umlimo.  Zomfani,  the  faithful, 
tender  elder  brother,  came  in  the  night  time,  crying : 

"  Umlimo !  Umlimo  !  woe  !  woe !  I  bring  thee 
evil  tidings.  Alas!  our  father  Ubukulu  is  dead,  is 
dead !  Zembe  the  Heir  rules  all,  and  thou,  Umlimo, 
the  little  one,  art  declared  outcast.  Woe !  woe  to 
thee,  Umlimo  my  brother ! " 
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Then  Umlimo  lifted  up  his  voice  and  wept  aloud, 
and  cried : 

"  O  my  father,  my  father !  And  I  rebelled  against 
thee,  and  obeyed  thee  not.  O  my  father,  my  fath(  r 
shall  I  see  thy  face  no  more  ?  O  woe  is  me  ! " 

So  the  two  brothers  sat  together  mourning  until 
daybreak.  Then  Zomfani  said  : 

"  Whither  shall  we  flee,  Umlimo  ?  For  Zeiribe 
will  seek  thee  to  destroy  thee,  that  all  the  lands  and 
the  flocks  may  be  his.  Wilt  thou  seek  the  chief 
Sarili  ?  He  was  ever  our  father's  friend.  Peradven- 
ture  he  will  aid  thee." 

But  Umlimo  said : 

"  No,  no ;  not  so,  my  brother.  Ask  me  not  to 
show  myself  before  Sarili  in  my  dishonour.  I  will 
hide  me  away  in  a  secret  cleft  of  the  mountains, 
where  no  man  shall  find  me,  and  do  thou  return  to 
the  woodlands.  Zeiribe  will  never  seek  to  harm  thee." 

Zomfani  said : 

"  Tmlimo,  before  I  set  forth  to  come  to  thee,  I 
bestowed  all  that  was  mine  own  in  a  safe  place  that  1 
might  be  free  to  come  hither  and  abide  with  thee. 
In  trouble  I  will  not  forsake  thee.  Thy  mother  was 
the  daughter  of  a  great  chief — '  He  that  was  never 
afraid.'  Wrhen  thou  wast  a  tender,  motherless  babe 
I  .loved  and  cared  for  thee.  Now  thou  hast  neither 
father  nor  mother,  but  Zomfani,  thy  brother,  will  never 
desert  thee." 
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Then  Umlimo  wept  afresh  and  said  : 

"  Oh,  that  I  had  been  less  stubborn  and  heedless 
of  my  father's  will.  I  have  brought  trouble,  not  only 
on  myself,  but  also  upon  thee,  0  my  brother." 

And  Umlimo  cast  himself  down  upon  the  ground, 
and  would  not  be  comforted,  so  heavy  was  his  sorrow. 

Zomfani  left  him  all  the  day,  for  he  said  : 

"Let  him  grieve  and  ease  his  heart." 

But  when  the  cool  dark  of  night  had  come, 
Zomfani  spake  again  to  his  brother  and  said : 

"  Umlimo  my  brother,  hearken  a  little  to  me. 
Behold,  I  love  thee  well.  Shall  we  not  depart  hence 
and  seek  aid  from  friends  who  are  powerful,  since  we 
are  powerless  and  alone  ? " 

Umlimo  lifted  himself  up,  and  sat  again  upon  the 
big  stone,  and  looked  out  afar  into  the  dark  night. 
He  said  : 

"  Zomfani,  thou  art  good ;  yet  even  thou  who 
knowcst  hast  said  Umlimo's  mother  was  a  princess  : 
her  father,  '  he  that  was  never  afraid.'  Shall  the  son 
shame  his  parents  ?  Return  thou,  Zomfani,  to  Zembe 
and  say,  '  Thus  saith  Umlimo,  son  of  Ubukulu  the 
Mighty,  single  combat  hath  ever  been  the  proof  of 
valour  of  our  people.  Now,  therefore,  prove  thyself, 
O  Zembe.  Come  thou,  or  send  hither  any  chief  from 
among  you  that  is  rny  equal,  that  he  and  I  may  face 
one  another  and  do  battle  hand  to  hand  till  one  be 

fallen.      And  abide  then,  thou  and  I,  by  the  result. 
H 
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If  I  fall,  then  will  I  depart  hence  for  evermore.  If 
he  fall,  then  shall  he  depart,  and  to  me  shall  belong 
all  that  which  my  father,  Ubukulu  the  Mighty,  gave 
unto  me,  his  Right-hand  son.'  Return,  Zomfani,  and 
take  my  message,  and  fear  not  for  me." 

Then  Zomfani  wept  sore,  and  fell  upon  the  neck 
of  Umlimo,  and  cried  out  and  said  : 

"  O  woe  is  ine,  my  brother,  my  brother !  Would  I 
might  die  for  thee,  my  father's  son." 

Almost  before  the  sound  of  the  brothers'  weeping 
had  ceased,  upon  the  night  air,  borne  from  afar  in  the 
solitude  came  the  clear  note  of  the  mocking-bird. 
They  listened ;  nearer  and  nearer  it  came,  and  then 
in  their  own  tongue  came  the  words  one  had  already 
learned  to  know : 

"  Umlimo,  Uinlimo,  awake  from  thy  dream  ; 
The  sunrise  is  clearer, 
Thy  Truelove  is  dearer, 
Thy  life-work  is  nearer 
Thau  all  thy  night  fancies  may  seem." 

Both  young  men  rose  up  quickly.  Zomfani  would 
have  dashed  forward,  but  Umlimo  held  him.  With 
heating  heart,  yet  eager,  gentle  voice,  he  said  : 
"  Barimo  ! " 

Zomfani  trembled  with  fear.  Not  so  Uinlimo. 
He  turned  himself  about,  and  noted  in  the  south 
the  star-cross  in  the  night  sky.  The  comfort  of 
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duty  came  to  him,  and  lie  was  steadfast.     To  himself 
he  said : 

"  Sunrise  I  know.  Truelove  is  not  for  me.  Life- 
work  at  last  is  at  hand." 

To  Zomfani  he  said  : 

"  My  brother,  fear  not.  Have  we  not  often  heard 
the  mocking-bird  hitherto?  Arise,  go  — take  mv 
message  to  Zembe.  If  I  have  sent  our  dear  father  in 
sorrow  to  his  death,  at  least  I  will  not  dishonour  him. 
Fear  not  for  me,  O  dearest  brother.  Peace  be  between 
us  for  evermore." 

Then  Zomfani  questioned  no  more,  though  much 
he  marvelled  at  the  lad  his  brother,  and  went  his 
way  out  into  the  night 

Long  Umlimo  stood  and  gazed  at  the  star-cross, 
and  bethought  him  of  the  gentle  slave-maid  and 
her  Avords  about  it :  "  Doubtless  to  be  a  guide  to 
those  who  sought."  A  little  he  thought  upon  that 
other  maid.  Next  he  remembered  how  she,  that  royal 
maid,  and  all  that  a  chief  might  prize,  was  gone  from 
him,  lost  by  his  own  waywardness,  because  he  followed 
not  the  counsel  of  the  father  who  loved  him  well,  but 
sought  perversely  his  own  will. 

He  sat  upon  a  stone,  and  bowed  his  head  upon 
his  knees.  Aloud  in  the  darkness  he  cried  out  and 
said  : 

"  I  am  undone,  undone  !     Poor,  bereft,  forsaken 

there   is  no   one    who    cares.      Yet    do    I    deserve 
H  2 
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my   sorrow.      I    have    sinned.      O    my    father,    my 
father ! " 

It  was  yet  early  night.  The  burden  of  his  heart 
fell  upon  the  still  air.  Then — close,  clear,  sweet — 
again  the  song — 

"  Thy  Truelove  is  dearer, 
Thy  Truelove  is  dearer." 

Umliino  arose.  Not  far  from  him  stood  the  veiled 
Bariino.  The  starlight  caught  some  glittering,  fickle 
sheen  of  gold  beneath  the  veil.  The  soft,  dark  eyes 
were  steadfast. 

Umlimo  said  : 

"  Beautiful,  most  beautiful  upon  the  mountain, 
who  art  thou  ? " 

Yet  more  softly  this  time  came  the  song— 

"  Thy  Truelove  is  dearer, 
Thy  Truelove  is  dearer." 

Uniliino  thrilled  to  the  innermost  secret  of  his 
soul— his  heart  beating  with  rapturous  joy  hitherto 
unknown.  He  opened  wide  his  arms,  and  to  his  warm 
embrace  like  a  panting  bird  came  the  maid  ;  for  it 
was  a  maid,  and  no  Barimo. 

With  passionate,  quivering  voice  Umlimo  cried  : 

"  Who  art  thou,  love  ?  " 

She  tore  away  the  veil,  and  pressed  her  face  to 
his — her  sweet,  mortal  breath  upon  his  cheek,  the 
fragrance  of  woodflowers  amongst  her  hair,  the  magic 
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of  triumphant   love    in    her    touch,    her   voice,  her 
breath.     She  said  : 

"  I  am  thy  Truelove — she  who  has  longed  for  theo, 
sorrowed  for  thee,  toiled  for  thee ;  she  who  loves  thee 
beyond  joy  or  pain,  loss  or  gain ;  she  who  is  thy 
pledged  wife — Zany  ana.  Love  me  a  little,  O  Umlimo ! 
Love  me  a  little,  my  beloved." 


VIII. 

IT  was  not  strange  to  Umlimo  that  all  at  once  this 
maid  had  won  from  him  love's  uttermost  surrender. 
If  his  soul  had  been  stirred  before,  it  was  conquered 
now.  And,  after  great  sorrow  and  despair,  who  shall 
measure  the  perfect  paradise  of  attained  desire  ? 

Zanyana,  the  maid,  knew  only  the  sheltering, 
sufficient  joy  of  her  lover's  tender  embrace — banished 
all  recollection  of  toil,  fatigue,  distress. 

Umlimo,  the  man,  questioned  his  heart,  amazed 
that  such  supreme  delight  should  follow  on  his  own 
unworthiness. 

True  love — true  love  !  It  feeds  upon  that  patient 
trust,  through  loss,  that  comes  to  those  who  lose 
themselves  for  love  of  one.  Beauty,  nor  wealth,  nor 
power,  nor  craft  may  win  this  prize.  Yet  doth  it  come 
unasked  to  many  a  humble  soul. 

Umlimo  had  sought  only  for  himself  —  had 
wrapped  himself  in  one  self-sought  ideal.  Sorrow  and 
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loss  had  torn  the  cloud  and  glamour  from  his  idol, 
and  dashed  the  idol  to  the  ground ;  yet  in  his  loss  he 
found  his  heart's  desire. 

Ere  long  Umliino  said : 

"  How  earnest  thou  hither,  Zanyana  ?  " 

She  said : 

"  Journeying  to  seek  thee,  Urnlimo,  and  Virginia  the 
slave  came  with  me.  We  have  dwelt  ever  together." 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Virginia ! " 

Zanyana  said  : 

"  The  maid  is  very  gentle.  I  love  her  much,  even 
as  a  sister." 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Virginia,  I  remember,  loves  only  the  star-cross 
in  the  night  sky,  and  her  far-off  King." 

Zanyana  said  : 

"  A  chief  once  loved  only  a  dream,  a  shadow— 
Jiarimo." 

Umlimo  said : 

"  Truly,  the  dream  vanished,  the  shadow  faded,  but 
the  dear  love  is  his  for  ever.  Yet  hearken  to  me, 
Zanyana  my  beloved.  Verily,  thou  knowest  me  not ; 
behold,  I  am  no  longer  that  chief  to  whom  thou  wast 
pledged.  I  am  but  a  poor  shepherd  without  flocks." 

Then  Umliino  would  have  related  to  Zanyana  all 
his  heavy  tidings,  but  she  prevented  him,  telling  him 
with  tenderness  she  cared  only  for  his  love.  At  last 
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he  told  her  how  he  had  vowed  himself  to  single  combat 
with  one  from  Zembe. 

Much  he  marvelled  that  the  maid  lightly  laughed 
and  said  : 

"  Verily,  thou  shalt  be  a  great  chief,  my  Shepherd. 
He  who  is  true  and  valiant  may  suffer,  yet  shall  he 
conquer." 

Then  the  maid  left  him,  nor  could  he  persuade  her 
to  disclose  to  him  the  secret  of  her  hiding.  Only  she 
promised  him  she  would  return. 

Yet  after  the  next  sunset,  when  the  maid  carne  not, 
Umlimo  could  endure  no  longer,  but  sought  hither 
and  yon,  yet  found  her  not. 

At  last,  coining  upon  some  great  rocks  that  over- 
hung a  deep  ravine,  he  discovered,  well-hidden  between 
great  stones,  a  small  hut.  Within  were  signs  whereby 
he  knew  someone  had  lately  sheltered  there.  Now 
it  was  deserted  ;  only  in  one  corner  lay  the  dark  veil 
he  had  seen  last  covering  the  form  of  his  beloved. 

So  Umlimo  knew  that  his  bird  had  flown.  Then 
he  bethought  him  of  her  parting  words — "  He  who  is 
true  and  valiant."  He  looked  up  at  the  dark  sky,  and 
beheld  again  the  star-cross,  clear  and  bright  before 
him.  He  said : 

"  I,  too,  will  journey  towards  it,  away  from  these 
mountains  I  have  ever  loved.  Perchance  I,  too,  even 
as  those  other  shepherds  so  long  ago,  I  too  may  seek 
and  find." 
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So  Umlimo  took  again  his  staff  and  spear  and  set 
forth. 

Taught  by  the  love  of  two  fair  maids — the  one  who 
loved  him  less  than  he  loved  her — the  other  who  loved 
him  better  than  he  loved  himself. 


IX. 

WHEN  the  night  was  far  spent,  Umlimo  slept  a  while, 
yet  awoke  at  early  dawn.  He  stood  a  little  to  gaze 
upon  the  land,  refreshed,  like  him,  with  the  cool  night's 
repose ;  encouraged,  like  him,  with  fresh  gold  of 
sunrise. 

The  mountains  rose  behind  him,  gilded  with  the 
new  day's  new  light.  Before  him  a  level  plain.  To 
the  west  a  deep  valley,  thick  with  corn,  verdant  with 
rich  green  of  towering  trees  and  sloping  pastures, 
redolent  of  flowers,  jubilant  with  the  song  of  dawn's 
delight  sung  by  ten  thousand  birds.  To  the  east  and 
south  the  blue,  blue  sea,  sparkling  with  the  untarnished 
gems  of  earliest  sunlight.  Betwixt  this  and  him  fields 
of  sugar-cane.  Tender,  feathery  green  bamboo,  Avind- 
tossed  against  the  sky,  tranquil  protecting  palms  and 
the  woodlands  of  his  childhood's  home. 

As  he  gazed,  Umlimo  noted,  far  in  the  distance  of 
the  valley,  what  seemed  a  cloud.  Again  he  looked, 
and  presently  beheld  without  question  a  moving  mass 
of  people — a  glittering  sheen  of  spears  ;  and  upon  his 
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ears,  borne  on  the  wings  of  the  morning,  smote  a  cry 
of  triumph : 

"  Umlimo,  Umlimo  the  Shepherd  Chief !  " 

And  from  the  east  another  cloud,  other  spears 
catching  the  new  sunlight,  other  shouting  : 

"  Zembe  the  Heir,  Zembe  our  Chief ! " 

Uinlimo  transfixed,  yet  not  abashed,  stood  alone 
upon  the  higher  ground,  his  head  thrown  back,  his 
eyes  aglow.  In  one  hand  his  shepherd's  staff,  in  the 
other  his  well-wrought  spear.  The  mountain  mists 
behind  him.  The  young  sunlight  on  his  face. 

Up  the  valley  closer,  closer  came  the  multitude, 
came  and  stayed. 

From  out  the  army  on  the  west  moved  a  single 
chief.  From  out  the  army  on  the  east,  a  chief,  ad- 
vancing both  to  meet  him.  But  ere  either  drew  nigh, 
came  yet  another  swiftly.  And  as  Umlimo  looked, 
behold,  it  was  this  last,  Zomfani,  who  reached  him  first. 

Panting,  Zomfani  said : 

"  Umlimo  my  brother,  lo,  they  come  !  A  chief 
from  Zembe  to  do  battle  with  thee  ;  a  chief  from 
Surili  with  good  tidings.  Fail  not,  O  my  brother,  fail 
not ! " 

Umlimo,  looking  at  his  brother  and  perceiving  his 
anxious  solicitude,  forgot  himself  in  the  other's  dis- 
tress. He  said : 

"  Content  ye,  my  brother.  I  have  much  to  gain — 
little  to  lose.  I  fear  no  man." 
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Then  came  the  chief  from  Zernbe  and  cried  : 

"  Hear,  O  Umlimo  the  Dreamer !  Behold,  my 
chief,  Zembe  the  Heir  of  Ubukulu  the  Mighty,  hath 
sent  me,  saying,  '  I  defy  thee  !  I  will  give  thy  body  to 
the  wild  dogs  of  the  plains.  Thy  bones  shall  whiten 
in  to-morrow's  sun,  and  not  a  stone  shall  cover  them. 
Xow,  therefore,  defend  thyself.'  " 

Umlimo  laughed  aloud,  and  said : 

"  Stand  thou  on  one  side  whilst  I  speak  with  this 
other." 

Then  he  who  came  from  the  valley  approached 
and  said : 

"  Hail,  Umlimo,  the  Shepherd  Chief,  son  of  Ubukulu 
the  Mighty !  Behold,  thus  saith  my  father  Sarili : 
'  Verily  I  know  thee  well,  Umlimo.  Thy  father 
Ubukulu  was  my  lifelong  friend.  A  covenant  was 
between  us  twain,  whereby  I  promised  him  my  one 
only  daughter,  Zanyana,  that  she  should  be  thy  wife. 
Behold,  I  bring  the  princess  and  they  who  serve  her. 
Moreover,  in  my  train  this  day  also  are  those  who  own 
thee  for  their  chief,  even  as  they  were  taught  and 
bidden  by  Ubukulu  the  Mighty  before  he  died.'  How 
wilt  thou  claim  thy  bride,  0  Umlimo  ?  " 

Umlimo  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two.  His  man- 
hood's power  came  upon  him  ;  proudly  he  gave  to 
Zomfani  his  spear,  his  leopard  skin,  took  in  his  right 
hand  his  sKepherd's  staff"  and  said  : 

"  0  son  of  Sarili,  hear  me  !     With  my  shepherd's 
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staff  will  I  win  my  bride — will  I  win  from  the  usurper 
mine  own  inheritance." 

Then  the  two  chiefs  combatant  made  ready.  He 
of  Zembe's  camp  looked  well  at  his  spear  and  walked 
apart  a  little  space  with  confident  mien  :  but  Umlimo 
moved  not,  nor  limb  nor  eye. 

The  sun,  now  in  full  power  of  day,  shone  hot  be- 
tween the  two. 

Amongst  the  throng  in  the  west  two  maids  stood 
breathless,  one  with  dark,  eager  eyes  and  panting 
breast,  one  with  clasped  white,  prayerful  hands. 

Swiftly  came  the  young  warrior  running  towards 
his  foe,  his  long  bright  spear  poised  as  he  ran,  then 
hurled  with  matchless  aim  at  the  heart  of  Umlimo. 

The  Shepherd  Chief  quailed  not,  nor  took  his  stead- 
fast gaze  from  off  the  approaching  enemy.  Ere  the 
spear  touched  him,  he  stepped  aside  to  let  it  pass,  and 
it  hurt  him  not.  Then  with  a  great  bound  he  reached 
his  foe,  and  with  his  staff  he  felled  him  to  the  ground. 

Up  from  the  valley  arose  a  great  shout. 

" Umlimo !  Umlimo  is  victor!  Tsi  ha  ha  ha  ha  the 
weapons  of  Khakhabay  !  "  and  thousands  ran  clamour- 
ing to  the  young  Shepherd  Chief.  He  stood  silent 
above  his  fallen  foe,  still  in  his  hand  his  shepherd's 
staff. 

So  the  people  of  Sarili  took  Umlimo  and  brought 
him  before  Sarili,  the  great  chief,  who  awaited  with 
many  followers  in  the  valley. 
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At  her  father's  side  stood  Zanyana.  Perhaps  less 
imperious  than  of  old,  but  beautiful  as  the  dawn  ; 
her  up-looking  eyes  love-lit,  her  head  a  little  bowed, 
and  behind  her,  kneeling  with  the  other  maids, 
Virginia,  her  white  hands  folded  above  the  white 
garment  that  covered  her  form,  her  sea-grey  eyes 
gazing  afar. 

Umlimo  knelt  before  Sarili. 

Sarili  said : 

"  Arise,  my  son ;  thou  art  worthy  of  thy  fathers. 
Thou  art  no  longer  the  Dreamer,  but  Umlimo  the 
Shepherd  Chief.  Behold,  thou  hast  a  goodly  follow- 
ing ;  see  all  these  who  have  chosen  to  leave  Zembe 
and  dwell  with  thee." 

Then  Sarili  took  his  daughter  by  the  hand,  and 
stepping  forth  towards  Umlimo,  he  placed  her  hand  in 
his  and  said : 

"  Behold,  I  give  to  thee  my  dearest  treasure,  my 
one  only  daughter.  Cherish  her,  for  she  hath  toiled 
for  thee,  even  as  thou  hast  fought  for  her." 

Umlimo  took  reverently  the  hand  of  the  maid,  and 
said: 

"  O  Sarili,  my  father,  I  have  erred  much,  lost 
much,  suffered  much,  yet  am  I  this  day  requited  with 
more  than  I  am  worthy  to  receive.  -Nevertheless,  I 
pray  thee  fear  not  for  thy  daughter,  for  she  is  mine 
own  truelove.  I  promise  thee  she  shall  be  content." 

Then  Umlimo  led  Zanyana  away,  and  all  her  maids 
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and   all   they   who   were   Umlimo's   people,  followed 
shouting : 

"  Urnlimo,  Umlimo  the  Shepherd  Chief ! " 
***** 

So  it  came  at  last  to  these  two  to  win  their  heart's 
desire,  after  sorrow  and  toil  and  loss  and  weariness. 
Happy  Umlimo  !  Happy  Zanyana !  Life  holds  but 
one  such  perfect  recompense.  Youth  heeds  no  future 
fear.  The  sun,  with  zenith  fervour,  shone  to  bless 
their  troth.  Who  shall  estimate  the  fulness  of  their 

j°y ? 

At  sunset  Zanyana,  wearied  a  little,  reposed  upon  a 
grassy  mound,  thick-grown  with  flowers.  Softly  to 
her  came  Virginia  and  knelt  beside  her  mistress. 

She  said  : 

"  My  mistress  !  " 

Zanyana  said  : 

"  Speak,  Virginia ;  what  wouldst  thou  •? " 

Virginia  said : 

"  Art  thou  happy,  my  mistress  ? " 

Zanyana  said : 

"  0  Virginia,  my  heart  is  glad  beyond  the  power 
of  tongue  to  tell.  Yet  I  would  thou,  too,  wert  happy. 
Can  I  do  aught  for  thee,  my  sister,  my  friend  ? " 

Virginia  said  : 

"  Even  so,  my  beautiful  mistress.  I  have  heard 
that  some  of  Zembe's  people  dwell  upon  the  yellow 
sands  by  the  sea.  Suffer  me,  I  pray  thee,  to  return 
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and  dwell  with  them.  Perad venture  a  ship  may  arrive 
thither  again  one  day,  and  happen  I  may  so  return  to 
mine  own  land  once  more." 

Zanyana  gazed  sadly  upon  the  bending  golden 
head  close  at  her  side.  She  said  : 

"  Would'st  thou  leave  me  then,  Virginia  ?  " 

Virginia  said  : 

"  Zanyana,  my  mistress,  is  for  ever  happy  now. 
Her  Shepherd  Chief  will  cherish  her.  As  for  me,  I  am 
hut  a  poor  slave — an  exile.  If  I  have  done  aught 
whereby  I  have  found  favour  in  thine  eyes,  O  my 
mistress,  suffer  me  to  return,  if  it  may  be,  to  mine  own 
land,  where  the  people  know  and  worship  my  King  of 
Love." 

So  Zanyana  gave  consent,  for  she  could  not  gainsay 
aught  the  slave-maid  had  said,  seeing  how  hitherto 
she  had  asked  never  any  grace  for  herself,  but  had 
ever  waited  on  the  eyes  of  her  mistress  to  serve 
her. 

So  these  two  maids  embraced  one  another  and 
parted  weeping,  the  one  whose  love  by  patient  quest 
had  gained  her  heart's  desire,  the  other  whose  patient 
quest  and  love  had  gained  only  a  saint's  reward. 

Now,  in  the  early  dawn,  Urnlimo,  the  Shepherd 
Chief,  and  his  bride  Zanyana  the  beautiful,  Zomfani 
the  elder  brother,  and  all  they  of  Ubukulu's  people 
who  had  chosen  his  Right-hand  son  Umlimo  to  be  their 
chief,  arose  and  went  their  way  up  and  away  into  the 
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hill  country,  where  the  pastures  of  the  great  Draken- 
berg  Mountains  slope  to  the  south  and  east. 

There  they  builded  themselves  houses,  tilled  the 
land,  and  became  a  great  people. 

x. 

VIRGINIA   the    slave    returned   to    the    seaside,   and 
dwelt  with  Zembe's  people  upon  the  yellow  sands. 

Long  days  and  days  she  watched,  looking  out 
upon  the  waves  tossing  white  as  they  dashed  them- 
selves upon  the  sand,  looking  and  longing  for  the 
sight  of  a  white  sail  upon  the  sea. 

One  day,  when  even  before  sunrise  it  was  warm, 
Virginia,  watching,  felt  her  heart  throb  with  a  great 
joy.  Her  ship  had  come  at  last ;  had  come  sailing 
in  the  night ;  now  the  daylight  showed  her  as  she 
lay,  the  breakers  past,  close  in  to  shore. 

Virginia  ran  swiftly  along  the  sands,  nearer, 
nearer.  Then,  listened,  for  her  ears  had  caught  the 
sound  of  voices,  and  as  she  listened,  lo,  in  her  own 
tongue  she  heard  singing : 

"  And  all  the  souls  ou  earth  shall  sing 
On  Christmas  Day,  on  Christmas  Day ; 

And  all  the  souls  on  earth  shall  sing 
On  Christmas  Day  in  the  morning." 

Then  Virginia  knew  that  these  had  come  to  this 
fair  land,  even  as  of  old  others  had  come  upon  the 
day  they  called  "  Dia  de  Natal." 
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XI. 

MOONS   and  moons   after   Umlimo   had   reached    in 
triumph  his  own  mountain  land  a  message  came  to  him. 

One  evening,  after  sunset,  a  stranger  walked  to- 
wards him  as  he  lingered  on  the  hillside,  and  said : 

"  Behold,  O  chief,  the  white  maid  Virginia  hath 
left  her  home  upon  the  sea  sands,  and  sailed  away  in 
a  ship  with  some  who  knew  to  speak  her  tongue. 
Ere  she  left,  she  prayed  me  that  I  would  bring  this 
to  thee,  saying,  '  He  will  remember  the  star-cross.'  " 

Then  the  stranger  gave  into  Umlimo's  hand,  in  the 
gathering  dark,  a  bunch  of  white  ixias,  fastened  and 
bound  with  a  bit  of  blue  ribbon,  that  once  had  held 
the  silver  cross  about  Virginia's  neck. 

Then  the  man  went  his  way. 

***** 

Umlimo  stood  long  in  the  darkness,  watching  till 
in  the  south  he  could  see  the  star-cross  in  the  night 
sky. 

The  ixias  in  his  hand  burdened  the  air  with  their 
sweet  subtle  perfume. 

***** 

If  a  pain  smote  upon  Umlimo's  heart,  it  was  for 
the  fair  slave  who  had  said  to  him  :  "  Shepherds  have 
ever  sought  more  for  others  than  for  themselves,"  and 
who  had  faithfully  and  only  loved  her  Shepherd  King. 
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Saturday  Journal,  Cassell's.  Illustrated  throughout.  Yearly  Volume,  73.  6d. 
Science  for  All.  Edited  by  Dr.  ROBERT  BROWN,  M.A.,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Revised 

Edition.     With  1,500  Illustrations.     Five  Vols.     95.  each. 

Science,  Year  Book  of,  The,  for  1892.     Edited  by  Rev.   Professor  BONNEY, 

F.R.S.    7s.  6d. 
Sea,    The:    Its    Stirring   Story    of   Adventure,   Peril,    and    Heroism.     By 

F.  WHYMPER.  With  400  Illustrations.  Four  Vols.  75.  6d.  each. 
Secret  of  the  Lamas,  The.  A  Tale  of  Thibet.  Crown  8vo,  55. 
Sent  Back  by  the  Angels ;  and  other  Ballads  of  Home  and  Homely  Life.  By 

FREDERICK  LANGBRIDCJE,  M.A.     Popular  Edition,  is. 

Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life  and  Work  of.    By  EDWIN 

HCDDER.     With  Portraits.     Three  Vols.,  365.     Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  75.  6d. 

Shakespeare,  Cassell's  Quarto  Edition.  Edited  by  CHARLES  and  MARY  COWDEN 

CLARKE,  and  containing  about  600  Illustrations  by  H.  C.  SELOUS.  Complete  in 
Three  Vo's. .  rloth  gilt, -3^3  js. — Also  published  in  Three  separate  Volumes,  in  cloth, 
viz.  :— The  COMEIMKS,  zis. ;  The  HISTORICAL  PLAVS,  i8s.  6d.  ;  The  TRAGEDIES,  255. 
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Shakespeare,  Miniature.      Illustrated.     In  Twelve  Vols.,  in  box,   125.  ;    or  in 
Red  Paste  Grain  (box  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  lettered  in  gold,  2is. 

Shakespeare,  The  Plays  of.     Edited  by  Prof.  HENRY  MORLEY.     Complete  in 

Thirteen  Vols.     Cloth,  in  box,  2is.  ;  half-morocco,  cloth  sides,  425. 

Shakespeare,  The  England  of.    By  E.  GOADBY.  Illustrated.  New  Edition,  as.  6d. 
Shakspere,  The  International.    Edition  de  luxe. 

"Othello."     Illustrated  by  FRANK  DICKSEE,  R. A.     ^3105. 

"  King  Henry  IV."     Illustrated  by  Herr  EDUARD  GKL'TZNER.     £3  IDS. 

"As  You  Like  It."     Illustrated  by  Mons.   EMILE  BAYARD.     ^3105. 

"Romeo  and  Juliet."     Illustrated  by  FRANK  DICKSEE,  R.A.    Is  now  out  of  print. 
Shakspere,  The  Leopold.     With  400  Illustrations,  and  an  Introduction  by  F.  J. 

FURNIVALL.     Cheap  Edition,  35.  6d.      Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,   55.  ;  roxburgh,  75.  6d. 
Shakspere,  The  RoyaL     With  Exquisite  Steel  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings. 

Three  Vols.     155.  each. 

Social  Welfare,  Subjects  of.  By  the  Rt.  Hon.  SIR  LYON  PLAYFAIR,  M.P.  75. 6d. 
Spectacles,  How  to  Select.     By  CHARLES  BELL  TAYLOR,  F.R.C.S.     is. 
Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell's  Complete   Book  of.      With  more  than  900 

Illustrations.     Cheap  Jiiiition,  3$.  6d. 

Standard  Library,  Cassell's.     Stiff  covers,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  ss.  each. 

Shirley. 
Coningsby. 
Mary  Barton. 


Adventures  of  Mr.  Ledbury.  I  Old  Mortality. 


Ivanhoe. 
Oliver  Twist. 


The  11  our  and  the  Man. 
Washington  Irving's  Sketch- 
Book. 


The  Antiquary.  ,  Selections       from        Hood's 

Nicholas    Nickleby.  Two         Works.                                        Last  Days  of  Palmyra. 

Vols.  Longfellow's  Prose  Works.       Tales  of  the  Bprders. 

Jane  Eyre.  Sense  and  Sensibility.              !  Pride  and  Prejudice. 

Wuthering  Heights.  Lytton's  Plays.                             Last  of  the  Mohicans. 

The  Prairie.  Tales,  Poems,  and  Sketches    Heart  of  Midlothian. 

JDombey  and  Son.  Two  Vols.          (Bret  Harte).  ;  Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 

Night  and  Morning.  jThe  Piince  of  the  House  of   Yellowpiusii  Papers. 


Kenilworth.  David. 

The  Ingoldsby  Legends.  Sheridan's  Plays. 

Tower  of  London.  ,  Uucie  Tom's  Cabin. 

The  Pioneers.  Deerslayer. 

Charles  O'Malley.  Eugene  Aram. 

Barnaby  Rudge.  Jack    Hinton,    the    Guards- 


Handy  Andy. 

Selected  Pi  ays, 

American  Humour. 

Sketches  by  ±ioz. 

Macaulay's  Lays  and    Selec- 
ted issays. 

Cakes  and  Ale.  man.  Harry  Lorrequer. 

The  King's  Own.  Home  and  the  Early  Chris-    Old  Curiosity  Shop. 

People  I  have  Met.  tians.  '  Rieuzi. 

The  Pathfinder.  !The     Trials      of     Margaret,  The  Talisman. 

Evelina.  Lyndsay.  !  Pickwick.    Two  Vols. 

Scott's  Poems.  Edgar  Allan  Poe.    Prose    and  '  Scarjet  Letter. 

Last  of  the  Barons.  Poetry,  Selections  from.  I  Martin  Chuzzlewit.  Two  Vols. 

Stanley  in  East  Africa,  Scouting  for.  Being  a  Record  of  the  Adventures  of 
THOMAS  STEVENS  in  search  of  H.  M.  STANLEY.  With  14  Illustrations.  Cloth,  75.  6d. 

Star-Land,    By  Sir  ROBERT  STAWELL  BALL,  LL.D.,  &c.    Illustrated.    6s. 

Storehouse  of  General  Information,  Cassell's.  Fully  Illustrated  with  High- 
Class  Wood  Engravings,  and  with  Maps  and  Coloured  Plates.  In  Vols.  55.  each. 

Story  of  Francis  Cludde,  The.  A  Novel    By  STANLEY  J.  WEYMAN.     7s.6d.net 
Strange  Doings  in  Strange  Places.     Complete  Sensational  Stories  by  Popular 

Authors.     55. 
Teaching  in  Three  Continents.     Personal  Notes  on  the  Educational  Systems  of 

the  World.     By  W.  C.  GRASBY.    6s. 
Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.     Six  New  and  Original  Drawings  by 

FREDERICK  BARNARD,  reproduced  in  Photogravure,     zis. 

The  Short  Story  Library. 

Noughts  and  Crosses.    By  Q.    55. 

Otto  the  Knight,  &e.     Hy  OCTAVE  THANET.     55. 

Fourteen  to  One,  &c-    By  ELIZABETH  STUART  PHELPS.    6s. 

Eleven  Possible  Cases.    By  various  Authors.     55. 

A.  Singer's  Wife.    By  Miss  FANNY  MURPREE.     55. 

The  Poet's  Audi  iice,  and  Delilah.    By  CLARA  SAVILE  CLARKE.    55. 

Tot  Book  for  all  Public  Examinations.     By  W.  S.  THOMSON,  M.A.     is. 

"Treasure  Island  "  Series,  The.    Cheap  Illustrated  Edition.    Cloth,  3$.  6d.  each. 
King  Solomon's  Mines.    By  H.  RIDER  HAGGARD. 
Kidnapped.    By  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
Treasure  Island.    By  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 
The  Splendid  Spur.    By  Q. 

The  Master  of  Bailantrae.    By  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 
The  Black  Arrow:  A  Ta  e  of  the  Two  Hoses.    By  ROBHRT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

Treatment,  The  Year-Book  of.  A  Critical  Review  for  Practitioners  of  Medicine 
and  Surgery.  Greatly  Enlarged.  500  pages.  75.  6d. 
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Tree  Painting  in  Water  Colours.  By  W.  H.  J.  BOOT.  With  Eighteen 
Coloured  Plates,  and  valuable  instructions  by  the  Artist.  55.  *• 

Trees,  Familiar.  By  Prof.  G.  S.  BOULGER,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.  Two  Series.  With 
Forty  full-page  Coloured  Plates  by  W.  H.  J.  BOOT.  123.  6d.  each. 

<f Unicode":    The  Universal   Telegraphic   Phrase  Book.      Pocket  and  Desk 

Editions.     25.  6d.  each. 

United  States,  Cassell's  History  of  the.  By  the  late  EDMUND  OLLIER.  With  600 

Illustrations.     Three  Vols.     93.  each. 

Universal    History,    Cassell's    Illustrated.      With   nearly   ONE   THOUSAND 

ILLUSTRATIONS.    Vol.  I.  Early  and  Greek  History. — Vol.  II.  The  Roman  Period. — 
Vol.  III.  The  Middle  Ages.— Vol.  IV.   Modern  History,     gs.  each. 

University  Extension,  Past,  Present,  and  Future.     By  Prof.  H.  J.  MACKINDKR 

and  M.  E.  SADLER,  M.A.,  with  Maps  and  Plans,     is.  6d. 

Vaccination  Vindicated.     By  JOHN  C.  McVAiL,  M.D.,  D.P.H.  Camb.    55. 
Verdict,  The.     A  Tract  on  the  Political  Significance  of.  the  Report  of  the  Parnell 

Commission.     By  A.  V.  DICEY.  Q.C.     as.  6d. 

Vernon  Heath's  Reminiscences.    ios.  6d. 

Verses  Grave  and  Gay.     By  ELLEN  THORNEYCROFT  FOWLER.     35.  6d. 

Vicar  of  Wakefield  and  other  Works,  by  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH.     Illustrated, 

35.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  55. 

Vision  of  Saints,  A.  By  LEWIS  MORRIS.  Edition  de  luxe.  With  20  Full- 
Page  Illustrations.  2is. 

Water-Colour  Painting,  A  Course  of.  With  Twenty-four  Coloured  Plates  by 
R.  P.  LEITCH,  and  lull  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.  55. 

Waterloo  Letters.    Edited  by  MAJOR-GENEKAL  H.  T.  SIBORNE,  Late  Colonel 

R.E.    With  Numerous  Map*  and  Plans  of  the  Battlefield.      2is. 

Web  of  Gold,  A.      By   KATHARINE   PEARSON  WOODS.     6s. 

What  Girls  Can  Do.     By  PHYLLIS  BROWNE.    25.  6d. 

Wild  Birds,  Familiar.    By  W.  SWAYSLAND.     Four  Series.     With  40  Coloured 

Plates  in  each.     12*.  6d.  each. 

Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.  By  F.  E.  HULME,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.  Five  Series.  With 
40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.  125.  6d.  each. 

Wood,  The  Life  of  the  Rev.  J.  G.  By  his  Son,  the  Rev.  THEODORE  WOOD. 
With  Portrait.  Extra  crown  8vo,  cloth.  Cheap  Edi'ifn.  s;. 

"Work.  An  Illustrated  Magazine  of  Practice  and  Theory  for  all  Workmen,  Pro- 
fessional and  Amateur.  Yearly  Volume,  cloth,  75.  6d. 

World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.   With  400  Illustrations.     Cloth,  ys.  6d. 

World  Of  Wonders,  The.     With  400  Illustrations.     Two  Vols.     73.  6d.  each. 

World's  Lumber  Room,  The.     By  SELINA  GAVE.     Illustrated,     as.  6d. 

Yule  Tide.    CASSELL'S  CHRISTMAS  ANNUAL,     is. 

ILL  USTRA  TED  MA  GAZINES. 
The    Quiver,  for  Suniluy  and  General  Reading.     Monthly,  6d. 

CasftelVs  Family  Magazine.    Monthly,  yd. 
*'  Little  FofJcs  "  Magazine.    Monthly,  6d. 
The  Magazine  of  Art.    Monthly,  is. 
Cassell's  Safurdat/  Journal.    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Work.     An  Illustrated  Magazine  of  Practice  and  Theory  for  all  Work- 
men, Professional  and  Amateur.     Weekly,  id.  ;  Monthly,  fid. 

*,*  Full  particulars  of  CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  Monthly  Serial  Publications 

will  hi  found  in  CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE. 

Catalogues  of  CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  PUBLICATIONS,  which  may  be  had  at  all 

Booksellers',  or  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application  to  the  Publishers : — 
CASSELL'S  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE,   containing    particulars   of    upwards  of    One 

Thousand  Volumes. 
CASSELL'S  CLASSIFIED  CATALOGUE,  in  which  their  Works  are  arranged  according 

to  price,  from  Threepence  to  Fifty  Guineas. 

CASSELL'S    EDUCATIONAL    CATALOGUE,    containing    particulars    of    CASSELL    & 
-.       COMPANY'S  Educational  Works  and  Students'  Manuals. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  LIMITED,  Ludgatt  Hill,  London. 
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ant)  fUltgtona  lotorks. 

Bible,    Cassell's   Illustrated    Family.     With  900  Illustrations.      Leather,   gilt 

edges,  £2  ios.  ;  full  morocco,  £3  ios. 
Bible  Dictionary,  Cassell's.    With  nearly  600  Illustrations.     73.  6d.  ;   roxburgh, 

ios.  6d. 
Bible  Educator,  The.     Edited  by  E.   H.  PLUMPTRE,  D.D.     With  Illustrations, 

Maps,  &c.     Four  Vols. ,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Bible  Student  in  the  British  Museum,  The.    By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  KITCHIN, 

M.A.     is. 

Biblewomen  and  Nurses.    Yearly  Volume,  35. 

Bunyan's   Pilgrim's    Progress,  and    the    Holy   War,   Cassell's    Illustrated 

Edition  Of.     With  200  Original  Illustrations.     Demy  410,  cloth,  i6s. 

Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress  (Cassell's  Illustrated).    410.    73.  6d. 
Bunyan*    Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  Illustrations.     Cheap  Edition,  as.  6d. 

Child's  Bible,  The.  With  200  Illustrations.  Demy  410,  830  pp.  izpth  Thousand. 
Cheap  Kdition,  75.  6d.  Superior  Edition,  with  6  Coloured  Plates,  gilt  edges,  IOB.  6d. 

Child's  Life  Of  Christ,  The.  Complete  in  One  Handsome  Volume,  with  about 
200  Original  Illustrations.  Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  75.  6d.  ;  or  with  6  Coloured  Plates, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  ios.  6d.  Demy  410,  gilt  edges,  2is. 

"Come,  ye  Children."    By  the  Rev.  BENJAMIN  WAUGH.     Illustrated.    53. 

Commentary,  The  New  Testament,  for  English  Readers.  Edited  by  the 
Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  ELLICOTT,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.  In  Three 
Volumes.  215.  each. 

VoL     I.— The  Pour  Gospels. 

Vol.    II.— The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians. 

Vol.  III.— The  remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

Commentary,  The  Old  Testament,  for  English  Readers.  Edited  by  the  Rt. 
Rev.  C.  J.  ELLICOTT,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.  Complete  in 
5  Vols.  2is.  each. 

Vol.    I.— Genesis  to  Numbers.  I          Vol.  III.— Kings  I.  to  Esther. 

Vol.  II. — Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  Vol.   IV. — Job  to  Isaiah. 

Vol.  V. — Jeremiah  to  Malaohi. 

Commentary,  The  New  Testament.     Kdited  by  Bishop  ELLICOTT.      Handy 

Volume  Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 


St.  Matthew.    3>.  W- 

St.  Marie,    ss- 

St.  Luke,    ss-  6d. 

St.  John.    35.  6d. 

The  Acts   of  the    Apostles. 


Romans,    as.  6d. 
Corinthians  I.  and  II.    35. 
Galatians,     Ephesiaiis,    and 

Philippians.    ?s. 
Colossians,      Thessalonians, 


Titus,   Philemon,    Hebrews. 

and  James.    3*. 
Peter,  Jude,  and  John.    35. 
The  Revelation,    is. 
Ail  Introduction  to  the  New 

Testament.    2s-  6d. 


35.  6d.  and  Timothy. 

Commentary,  The  Old  Testament  Edited  by  Bishop  ELLICOTT.  Handy  Volume 

Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 

Genesis.    3S.  6d.  I         Leviticus.    35.  |          Deuteronomy,    as.  6d. 

Exodus.    35.  I         Numbers,    as.  6d. 

Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Christian  and  other 
Religious  Doctrines,  Denominations,  Sects.  Heresies,  Ecclesiastical  Terms,  History, 
Biography,  &c.  &c.  By  the  Rev.  WILLIAM  BENHAM,  B.D.  Cheap  Edition,  ios.  6d. 

Dore  Bible.  With  230  Illustrations  by  GUSTAVE  DORE.  Original  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  best  morocco,  gilt  edges,  .£15. 

Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  FARRAR,  D.  D.,  F.  R.S. 
LIBRARY  EDITION.     Two  Vols.,  245.  ;  morocco,  £z  as. 

POPULAR  EDITION.      Complete  in  One  Volume,   cloth,   6s.  ;    cloth,   gilt  edges, 
73.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  ios.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  155. 

Family  Prayer-Book,  The.     Edited  by  the   Rev.  Canon  GARBETT,  M.A.,  and 

the  Rev.  S.  MAUTIN.     Extra  crown  410,  cloth,  ss.  ;  morocco,  i8s. 

Gleanings  after  Harvest.    Studies  and  Sketches      By  the  Rev,  JOHN  R.  VERNON, 

M.A.     Illustrated.     6s. 

Gospel  of  Grace,  The.     By  a  LINDESIE.     Cloth,  as.  6d. 
"Graven  in  the  Rock  "     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  SAMUKI,  KINNS,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  &c. 

Illustrated.     I2S.  6rl. 
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'Heart  Chords."    A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.     Bound  in  cloth,  red 
edges,  is.  each. 


My  Father.    By  the  Rii;ht  Rev.  Ashton  Oxenden, 

late  Bishop  ot  M 
My  Bibl 


e  Bishop  ot  Montreal. 

ible.    liy  the  Rt.  Kev.  W.  Boyd  Carpente 


Bishop  of  kipon 
My  "Work  for  God.     By  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 

Cotterill. 
My  Object  In  Life.      By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 

Farrar.D.D. 

My  Atpirations.   By  the  Rev.  G.  Matheson.  D.D. 
My  Emotional  Life.    By  the  Rev.  Preb.  Chad- 

wick,  D.U. 
My  Body.    By  the  Rev.  Prof.  W.  C.  Blaikie,  D.D. 


My  Soul.    By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  Power.  M.A. 

My  Growth  in  Divine    Life.     By  the   Rev. 

Prebendary  Reynold;,,  M.A. 
My  Hereafter.    By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Bicker- 

steth. 
My  Walk  with  God.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 

Montgomery. 
My  Aids  to  tlie  Divine  Life.     By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  Boyle. 
My  Sources  of  Strength.    By  the  Rev.  E.  E. 

Jenkins,    M.A..    Secretary    of    the    Wesleyan 

Missionary  Society. 

Helps  to  Belief.  A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious  Difficulties  of  the 
Day.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  TEIGNMOUTH  SHORK,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester,  and 
Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen.  Cloth,  is.  each. 

CREATION.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle.          THE  MORALITY  OF  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT  By 
MIRACLES.       iiy   the   Kev.  Brownlow  Mail-  the  Uev.  Newman  Smyth,  D.D. 

PRAYKR.   'By  the  Rev.  T.  Teitmmouth  Shore,    I    THE  DIVINITY  OF  OUR  LORD.    By  the  Lord 
j^T.A.  Bishop  of  Derry. 

THE  ATONEMENT.    By  William  Connor  Magee,  D.D.,  Late  Arehbisliop  of  York. 

Hid  Treasure.    By  RICHARD  HARRIS  HILL.     is. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered 
in  Palestine.  By  the  Rev.  CUNNINGHAM  GEIKIE,  D.D.,  LL.D.  (Edin.).  With  Map. 
Two  Vols.  245.  Illustrated  Edition.  One  Vol.  2is. 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  FARRAR,  D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain  - 
in-Ordinarv  to  the  Queen. 

ILLUSTRATED  EDITION,  with  about  300  Original  Illustration?.  Extra  crown  410, 
morocco  antique,  42S.  Cheap  Illustrated  Edition.  Large  410,  cloth,  75.  6d. 
Cloih,  full  gilt,  gilt  edses,  IDS.  6d. 

LIDRARY  EDITION.    Two  Vols.     Cloth,  245. ;  morocco,  425. 

POPULAR  EDITION,  in  One  Vol.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  75.  6d. ;  Persian 
morccco,  gilt  edges,  IDS.  6d. ;  tree-calf,  155. 

Marriage    Ring,    The.      By   WILLIAM    LANDELS,    D.D.      Bound    in  white 

leatherette.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  35.  6d. 

Moses   and  Geology ;   or,  the  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Science.     By 

the  Rev.  SAMUEL  KINNS,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.     Illustrated.     Demy  8vo,  8s.  6d. 

My  Comfort  in  Sorrow.    By  HUGH  MACMILLAN,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  &c.,  Author  of 

"  Hible  Teachings  in  Nature,"  &c.     Cloth,  is. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  WYLIE,  LL.D.  Containing 
upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.  Three  Vols.,  275.  ;  Library  Edition,  3os. 

"Quiver"  Yearly  Volume,  The.      With  about  600  Original  Illustrations  and 

Coloured  Frontispiece.     75.  6d.     Also  Monthly,  6d. 
St.  George    for   England ;    and  other  Sermons   preached   to  Children.       Fifth 

Edition.     By  the  Rev.  T.  TEIGNMOUTH  SHORE,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester.     55. 
St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  Work  of.      By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  FARRAR,  D.D., 
F.R.S.,  Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 
LIBRARY  EDITION.     Two  Vols.,  cloth.  245.  ;  calf,  425. 
ILLUSTRATED   EDITION,  complete  in  One   Volume,  with  about  300  Illustrations, 

£1  is.  ;  morccco,  £2  as. 

POPULAR  EDITION.  One  Volume,  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  75.  6d. ; 
Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  iss. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another  in  Heaven?    By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C.  RYLE,  D.D., 

Bishop  of  Liverpool.     Aew  and  Enlarged  Edition.     Paper  Covers,  6d. 

Shortened  Church  Services  and  Hymns,  suitable  for  use  at  Children's  Services. 
Compiled  by  the  Rev.  T.  TEIGNMOUTH  SHORE,  M.A,  Canon  of  Worcester. 
Enlarged  Edition,  is. 

Signa  Christ!  :  Evidences  of  Christianity  set  forth  in  the  Person  and  Work  of 
Christ.  By  the  Rev.  JAMES  AITCHISON.  55. 

"Sunday:"  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obligation  By  the  Ven.  Arch- 
deacon HESSEY,  D.C.L.  Fifth  Edition,  75.  6d. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The:    Words  of  Counsel  and  Comlort  for  the  Aged.    By 

JOHN  ELLEKTON,  M..V    is.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <L-  Company's  Publications. 

(Bfturattonal  titorks  antt  j^tutettts'  JKamtsis. 

Agriculture  Series,  Cassell's.    Edited  by  JOHN  WRIGHTSON,  Prof,  of  Agriculture. 

S  Us  and  Manures.    By  J.  M.  H.  Munro,  D.Sc.  (London),  F.I.C.,  F.C.S.    25.  6d. 
Farm  Crops.    By  Professor  Wrightson.    as.  6d. 

Alphabet,  Cassell's  Pictorial      Size,  35  inches  by  42^  inches.      Mounted  on 
Linen,  with  rollers.     35.  fid. 

Arithmetic  :— Howard's  Anglo-American  Art  of  Reckoning.      The  Standard 

Teacher  and    Referee  of   Shorthand    Business   Arithmetic.       By    C.     F.    HOWARD. 
Paper,  is.  ;  cloth,  as.     New  Enlarged  Edition,  55. 

Arithmetics,  The  Modern  School.     By  GEORGE  RICKS,  B.Sc.  Lond.    With  Test 

Cards.     (List  on  application.) 

Atlas,  Cassell's  Popular.     Containing  24  Coloured  Maps,  33.  6d. 
Book-Keeping1.     By  THEODORE  JONES.     FOR  SCHOOLS,  2s.  ;  or  cloth,  35.    FOR 

THE  MILLION,  25.  ;  or  cloth,  35.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  Ruled  Sets  of,  2S. 

Chemistry,  The  Public  School    By  J.  H.  ANDERSON,  M.A.     as.  6d. 
Classical  Texts  for  Schools,  Cassell's.     (A  list  sent  post  free  on  application.') 
Cookery  for  Schools.    By  LIZZIE  HERITAGE.    6d. 
Copy-Books,  Cassell's  Graduated.     Complete  in  18  Books.     2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modern  School.     Complete  in  12  Books.     2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  "New  Standard."    Complete  in  14  Books,     z&.,  3d., 
and  4d.  each. 

Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modern  School  Freehand.    First  Grade,  is.     Second 

Grade,  zs. 

Electricity,  Practical.     By  Prof.  W.  E.  AYRTOX.    75.  6d. 

Energy  and  Motion;  A  Text-Book  of  Elementary  Mechanics.     By  WILLIAM 

PAICE,  M.A.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
English  Literature,  A  First  Sketch  of,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 

Time.     By  Prof.  HENRY  MORLEY.     75.  fid. 
Euclid,  Cassell's.    Edited  by  Prof.  WALLACE,  M.A.     is. 
Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  of.     New  Edition.     In  paper,  6d.  ;  cloth,  gd. 
French,  Cassell's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.    Parts  I.  and  II.,  each 

2S.  fid.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  fid. 
French-English  and  English-French  Dictionary.     Entirely  New  and  Enlarged 

Edition,     i, 150  pages,  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  fid. 

French  Reader,  Cassell's  Public  School.     By  GUILLAUME  S.  CONRAD.    25.  6d. 
Galbraith  and  Haughton's  Scientific  Manuals. 

Plane  Trigonometry.  25.  6d.  Euclid.  Books  I.,  II..  III.  as.  6d.  Books  IV.,  V..  VI.  25.  6d. 
Mathematical  Tables.  35.  6d.  Mechanics.  35.  6d.  Natural  Philosophy.  35.  fid.  Optics. 
as.  6d.  Hydrostatics.  3$.  6d.  Astronomy.  55.  Steam  Engine,  ss.  6d.  Algebra.  1'art  I., 
cloth,  2S.  6d.  Complete,  75. 6d.  Tides  and  Tidal  Currents,  with  Tidal  Cards,  35. 

Gaudeamus.    Songs  for  Colleges  and  Schools.     Edited  by  JOHN   FARMER.     53. 
Words  only,  paper,  fid.  ;  cloth,  gd. 

Geometry,  First  Elements  of  Experimental.  By  PAUL  BERT.  Illustrated,  is.  6d. 

Geometry,  Practical  Solid.     By  Major  Ross,  R.E.    25. 

German  Dictionary,  Cassell's  New.    German-English,  English-German.    Cheap 

Edition,  cloth,  35.  fid. 

German  of  To-Day.     By  Dr.  HEINEMANN.     is.  6d. 

German  Reading,  First  Lessons  in.     By  A.  JAGST.    Illustrated,     is. 

Hand-and  Eye  Training.      By  G.  RICKS,  B.Sc.     Two  Vols.,  with  16  Coloured 

Plates  in  each  Vol.     Crown  410,  6s.  each. 

" Hand-and-Eye  Training"  Cards  for  Class  Work.    Five  sets  in  case.  is.  each. 
Handbook  of  New  Code  of  Regulations.    By  JOHN  F.  Moss.   New  and  Revised 

Edition,     is.  ;  cloth,  zs. 

Historical  Cartoons,  Cassell's  Coloured.   Size  45  in.  x  35  in.   23.  each.   Mounted 
on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  53.  each.     (Descriptive  pamphlet,  16  pp.,  id.) 

Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell's.    Illustrated  throughout!     I. — Stories 

from   English  History,   is.       II. — The  Simple  Outline  of  English  History,    is.   3d. 

III.— The  Class  History  of  England,  25.  fid. 
Latin-English  Dictionary,  Cassell's.    Thoroughly  revised  and  corrected,  and  in 

part  re-written  by  J.  R.  V.  MARCHANT,  M.A.     35.  fid. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.    By  Prof.  J.  P.  POSTGATE.     23.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  First     By  Prof.  POSTGATE.     is. 
Latin  Prose  for  Lower  Forms.    By  M.  A.  BAYFIELD,  M.A.     as.  60. 
Laundry  Work  (How  to  Teach  It).    By  Mrs.  E.  LORD.    6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <L-  Company's  Publications. 


Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.    For  the  Use  of  Schools.    By  H.  O.  ARXOLD-FORSTER. 

is.  £d. 

Little  Folks' History  of  England.     By  ISA  CRAIG-KNOX.    Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The.     By  Mrs.  SAMUEL  A.  BARXKTT.     is.  6d. 
Map-Building  Series,  Cassell's.      Outline  Maps  prepared  by  H.  O.  ARXOLD- 

FORSTER.     Per  set  of  12,  is. 
Marlborough  Books: — Arithmetic   Examples.  35.     Arithmetic   Rules,  is.  6d.     French 

Exercises.  35.  6d.    French  Grammar,    as.  6d.    Grerman  Grammar.    35.  6d. 

Mechanics  For  Young  Beginners,  A  First  Book  of.     By  the  Rev.  f.  G.  EASTOX 
M.A.     45.  6d. 

Mechanics  and.  Machine  Design,   Numerical  Examples  in  Practical     By 

R.  G.  ELAINE.  M.E.     With  Diagrams.     Cloth,  zs.  6d. 
"Model    Joint"   Wall    Sheets,    for    Instruction   in    Manual  Training.       By  S. 

BARTER.     Eight  Sheets,  25.  6d.  each. 

Natural  History  Coloured  Wall  Sheets,   Cassell's  New.      Consisting  of  18 

subjects.      Size,  39  by  31  in.     Mounted  on  rollers  and  varnished.      35.  each. 

Object  Lessons  from  Nature.      By  Prof.  L.  C.  MIALL,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.     Fully 

Illustrated.     Hall  cloth,  paper  boards,  2s. ;  or  cloth,  as.  6d. 

Physiology  lor  Schools.     By  ALFRED  T.   SCHOFIELD,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,   &c. 

With  Wood   Engravings  and  Coloured  Plates,     is.  gd.     Three  Paris,  paper  covers, 

5d.  each  ;  or  cloth  limp,  6d.  each. 

Poetry  Readers,  Cassell's  New.  Illustrated.    12  Books,    id.  each.    Cloth,  is.  6d. 
Popular  Educator,  CasscU's  New.   With  Revised  Text,  New  Maps,  New  Coloured 

Plates,  New  Type,  &c.     To  be  completed  in  Eight  Vols.    55.  each. 

Eeader,  The  Citizen.     By  H.  O.  ARNOLD-FORSTER.     is.  6d. 

Reader,  The  Temperance.     By  Rev.  J.  DEXXIS  HIRD.    Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Readers,    Cassell's   ' '  Higher  Class. "     (List  on  application. ) 

Readers,  Cassell's  Historical.    Illustrated.     (List  on  application.} 

Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.    Illustrated.     (List  on  application.) 

Readers  for  Infant   Schools,    Coloured.     Three  Books.     4d.  each. 

Readers,  The  Modern  Geographical.  Illustrated  throughout.  (List on  application.) 

Readers,  The  Modern  School.     Illustrated.     (List  on  application.) 

Reading  and  Spelling  Book,  Cassell's  Illustrated,    is. 

Round  the  Empire.     By  G.  R.  PARKIX.     Fully  Illustrated,     is.  6d. 

School  Bank  Manual,  A.     By  AGXES  LAMBERT.    6d. 

School  Certificates,  CasselT &.      Three  Colours,  6^x4!  in.,  id.  ;    I-iv'c  Colours, 

ni  x  *)k  in-,  3d.  ;  Seven  Colours  and  Gold,  9!  x  6%  in..  3d. 
Science  Applied  to  Work.     By  J.  A.  BOWER.     Illustrated,     is. 
Science  of  Every-Day  Life.     By  J.  A.  BOWER.     Illustrated,     is. 
Sculpture,  A  Primer  of.     By  E.  ROSCOE  MULLISS.     Illustrated.     25.  6d. 
Shade  from  Models,  Common  Objects,  and  Casts  of  Ornament,  How  to.     By 

W.  E.  SPARKES.     With  25  Plates  by  the  Author.     33. 
Shakspere  Reading  Book,  The.     By  H.  COURTHOPE  BOWEX,  M.A.    Illustrated. 

35.  6d.     Also  issued  in  Three  Books,  is.  each. 

Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.     Illustrated.    5  Books.     6d.  each. 
Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.    By  J.  D.  MORELL,  LL.D.     is. 
Technical   Educator,    Cassell's.    Illustrated    throughout.      Xew   and  Revised 

Edition.     Four  Vols.    55.  each. 
Technical  Manuals,  Cassell's.  Illustrated  throughout.  16  Vols.,  from  as.  1045.  6d. 

I  List  free  on  application.) 
Technology,   Manuals  ot      Edited  by  Prof.  AYRTOX,   F.  R.S.,    and  RICHARD 

WORMELL,  D.Sc.,  M.A.     Illustrated  t'hrougnout. 
The  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics.    By  Prof.         Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.    By  T.  R.  Ashen- 

Huminel.    55.  hurst.    *s.  6d. 

Watch  and  Clock  Making.    By  D.  Glasgow.         SP'"11,1?1?  Woollen  aud  Worsted.     By  W. 

Vir- -President    o(      th^     British     HnroTnSiral  S.  McLaren.  M. P.     45.  6d. 

•l.£titu7r  £  6d  Practical    Mechanics.     By  IT  .f.  Perry,  M.E. 

35.  cd. 

Steel  and  Iron.     By  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood,         Cutting:  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Ma- 
F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E.,  &c.    55.  chine.    By  Prof.  Smith.    33.  60. 

Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Combination.    In  sets,  is.  each. 

Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Modern  School.     In  sets,  is.  each. 

World  of  Ours,  This.     By  H.  O.  AKXOLD-FORSTER.     Fully  Illustrated.    35.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <£•  Company's  Publications. 


for  Coring 


"  Little  Folis"  Half-  Yearly  Volume.  Containing  432  pages  of  Letterpress,  with 
Pictures  on  nearly  every  page,  together  with  Two  Full-page  Plates  printed  in  Colours 
and  Four  Tinted  Plates.  Coloured  boards,  3*.  6d.  ;  or  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  55. 

Bo-Peep.  A  Book  for  the  Little  Ones.  With  Original  Stories  and  Verses. 
Illustrated  with  beautiful  Pictures  on  nearly  every  page,  and  Coloured  Frontispiece. 
Yearly  Volume.  Elegant  picture  boards,  2S.  6d.  ;  cloth,  3-;.  6d. 

Story  Poems  for  Young  and  Old.     By  E.  DAVKNPOKT.    6s. 
Pleasant  Work  for  Busy  Fingers.     By  MAGGIE  BROWNE.     Illustrated.    53. 
Born  a  King.     Bv  FRANCES  and  MARY  ARNOLD-FORSTER.     Illustrated,     is. 
The  Marvellous  Budget:  being  65,536  Stories  of  Jack  and  Jill.     By  the 

Rev.  F.  BENNETT.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  2«.  6d. 
Magic   at   Home.      By  Prof.  HOFFMAN.      Fully  Illustrated.     A  Series  of    easy 

and  startling  Conjuring  Tricks  for  Beginners.     Cloth  gilt,  53. 

Schoolroom  and  Home  Theatricals.      By  ARTHUR  WAUGH.      With  Illustra- 

tions by  H.  A.  J.  MILES.    Cloth,  as.  6d. 

Little  Mother  Bunch.     By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  35.  6d. 
Heroes    of  Every-Day   Life.    By  LAURA  LANE.     With  about  20  Full  page 

Illustrations.     256  pages,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 

Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.      By    R.    J.    CORNEWALL-JONES.      Illustrated 

throughout,  and  containing  a  Coloiwed  Plate  of  Naval  Flags.      Cheap  Edition,  2*  6d. 

Famous  Sailors  of  Former  Times,  History  of  the'Sea  Fathers.    By  CLEMENTS 

MARK  HAM.     Illustrated.     2s.  6d. 

The  Tales  of  the  Sixty  Mandarins.     By  P.  V.  RAMASWAMI  RAJU.    55. 
Gift  Books  for  Young  People.      By  Popular  Authors.      With    Four    Original 

Illustrations  in  each.     Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 

The    Boy    Hunters    of    Kentucky.      By         Jack  Marston's  Anchor. 
Edward  S.  Ellis.  |    Frank's  Life-Battle. 


Red  Feather:  a  Tale  of  the  American 
Frontier.  By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Fritters ;  or,  "  It's  a  Long  Lane  that  has 
no  Turnini 


rning." 
r,  "Tho 


. 
Trucy;    or,  "Those  who   lave  in   Glass 


Major  Monk's   Motto;    or,  "Look   Before 

you  Leap." 

Tim  Thomson's  Trial;  or,  "  All  is  not  Gold 
that  Glitters." 

_.  ,    „,      Ursula's  Stumbling-Block. 

Houses  shouldn't  throw  Stones.  Ruth's  Life- Work:  or,"No  Pains, no  Gains." 

The  Two  Hardcastles.  !    Bags  and  Kainbows. 

Seeking  a  City.  Uncle  'William's  Cnarge. 

Bhoda's  UewarJ.  '    Pretty  Pink's  Purpose. 

'Golden  Mottoes"  Series,  The.     Each  Book  containing  208  pages,   with  Four 

full-page  Original  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2S.  each. 
"Nil  Desperandura."    By  the  Rev.  F.  I-ang-    I     "Honour  is  my  Guide."     By  Jeanie   llering 

bridge,  M.A.  iMrs.  Adams-Acton). 

"Bear  and  Forbear."    By  Sarah  Pitt.  =  »^^JgAS»^5±St 

"Foremost  if  I  Can."     B/  Helen  Atteridge.  of  "  May  Cunningham's  Trial,"  &c. 

'Cross  and  Crown "  Series,  The.    With  Four  Illustrations  in  each  Book.  Crown 
8vo,  256  pages,  2S.  6d.  each. 


Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire  ;  or,  Stories  of 

Valour  and  Vie.ory.    By  Ernest  l-'oster. 
Through    Trial    10    Triumph;    or.  "The 

Koyal  -Way."     By  Madeline  Bonavia  Hunt. 
In  Letters     of  Flame ;    A    Story     of    uie 

Waldenses.    By  C.  L.   Mat<Uux. 
Stronp  to  Suffer;  A  Story  of  the  Jews.    By 

li.  Wynne. 


By  Fire  and  Sword:  a  Story  of  the  Hugue- 
nots. By  Thomas  Archer. 

Adam  Hepburn's  Vow ;  A  Tale  of  Kirk  and 
Covenant.  By  Annie  S.  Swan. 

No.  XIII. ;  or,  the  Story  of  the  Los'  Vestal. 
A  Tale  of  Early  Christian  Days.  JSy  hinina 
Marshall. 

Freedom's  Sword;  A  Story  of  the  D  ys  of 
Wallace  and  cruae.  By  Annie  S.  Swan. 


Five  Shilling  Books  for  Young  People.     With  Original  Illustrations.      Cloth 

gilt.  55.  each. 

Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith.  I  Bound  by  a  Spell;    or,  the  Hunted  Witch 

Ihe  Champion  of  Odin;   or,  Viking  Life  I  of  the  Forest.    By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

in  the  Days  of  Old.  By  J.  Kred.  Hodgetts.  '  The  Romance  of  Inventiou.  By  Jas.  Burnley. 

Albums  for  Children.     Price  38.  6d.  each. 

The  Chit-Chat  Album.    Illustrated.  I     My  Own  Album  of  Animals.    Illustrated. 

Picture  Album  of  All  Sorts.    lUuswtcd. 


Wanted—  a  King"  Series.    Illustrated.     33.  6d.  each. 

Robin's  Ride.     By  Ellinor  Davenport  Adainc.      i    Wanted—  a  King;  or,  How  Merle  set  the 
Great  -  Grandmamma.      By     oeo>'ina     M.  Nursery  lihymes  to  Bights.    By  Ma>;i;ie 

Synge.  .      I  Browne. 


Selections  from  Cassell  «fc  Company's  Publications. 


Crown  8vo  Library.     Cheap  Editions. 

Rambles  Rounrt  London.  By  C.  L. 
Mateaux.  II  ustratert. 

Arouad  and  About  Oli  England.  By  C. 
L.  Mate-iux.  Illustrated. 

Paws  and  Ciaws.  By  one  of  the  Authors  o( 
"  Poems  Written  for  a  Child."  illustrated. 

Decisive  Evf-nts  in  Historv.  By  Thomas 
Arcner.  Witii  Original  lUu-trations. 

The  True  Hob  nsou  Crusoes.    Cloth  gilt. 

Peeps  Abroad  for  Folks  at  Home.  Illus- 
trated throughout. 


Tnree  and  Sixpenny  Books  for  Young  People. 

Cloth  gilt,  35.  6d.  each. 


2s.  6d.  each. 

WJd  Adventures  in  Wild  Places.  By  Dr. 
Gordon  Stables.  R.N.  Illus-rated. 

Modern  Explorers.  By  Thomas  Frost.  Illus- 
trated. .Vfaiantf  cJtr.ifer  Kdit'on. 

Early  Explorers.     By  Thomas  Frost. 

Home  Chat  witn  our  YoU-g  Folks.  Illus- 
trated throughout. 

Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.  Illustrated 
throughout. 

The  England  of  Shakespeare.  By  E. 
Goadby.  With  Full-page  Illustrations. 


With  Original   Illustrations. 


The  King's  Command.    A  Story  for  Girls. 

By  Maggie  Symington. 

A  Sweet  Girl  Graduate.       By  L.  T.  Meade. 
Tne  White  House  at  Inch  Gow.     By  Mrs. 

Pitt. 
Lost  in  Samoa.     A  Tale  of  Adventure  in  the 

Navigator  Islands.     By  E.  S.  Ellis. 
Tad ;  or,  "  Getting  Even  "  with   Him.    By 

E.  S.  EUis. 


Polly.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

The  Palace  Beautitul.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 

"Follow  my  Leader." 

For  Fortune   and  Glory. 

The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.     By  Sarah  Pitt. 

On   Board  the  "Esmeralda." 

Lost  among  White  Africans. 

In  Quest  of  Gold. 

A  World  of  Girls.   By  L,  T.  Meade. 


Books  by  Edward  S.  Ellis.    Illustrated.     Cloth,  zs.  6d.  each. 


The  Hunters  of  the  Ozark. 

The  Gimp  in  the  Moun- 
tains. 

Ned  *«  the  Woods.  A  Tale 
of  Early  Days  in  the  West. 

Down  the  Mississippi. 

Sixpenny  Story  Books. 

The  Smuggler's  Cave. 
Little  Lizzie. 
The  Boat  Jlub. 
Luke  Barmcott. 


The  Last  War  Trail. 
Ned  on  the  River.    A  Tale 

of  Indian  River  Warfare. 
Footprints  in  the  Forest. 
Up  the  Tapajos. 


Ned  in  the  Block  House. 

A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in 

Kentucky. 
The  Lost  Trail. 
Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 
Lost  in  the  Wilds. 


By  well-known  Writers.  All  Illustrated. 

Little  Bird.  My  First  Cruise. 

Th^Etehw&r  College  |     The  Little  Peacemaker. 

Boys.  '     The  Delft  Jug. 


Cassell's  Picture  Story  Books.    Each  containing  60  pages.     6d.  each, 


Little  Talks. 
Bright  Stars. 
Nursery  Joys. 
Pet's  Posy. 
Tiny  Tales. 


Daisy's  Story  Book. 
Dot's  Story  Book. 
A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Good  Night  Stories. 
Chats  fir  Smill  Chatterers. 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Illustrated  Books  lor  tne  Little  Ones.     Containing  interesting  Stories.     All 
Illustrated,     is.  each ;  or  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d. 

Those  Golden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  and  their 

Children. 
Our  Pretty  Pets. 
Our  Schoolday  Hours. 
Creatures  Tame. 


Scrambles  and  Scrapes. 
Tittle  Tattir  Tal^s. 
Wandering  Ways. 
Dumb  Friends. 
Indoors  and  Out. 
Some  Farm  Friends. 


Creatures  Wild. 
Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 
All  Scrts  of  Adventures. 
Our  Sunday  Stories. 
Our  Holiday  Hours. 


Shilling  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interesting  Stories. 


Seventeen  Cats. 
Bunty  and  the  Bo?s. 
The  H<ir  of  timdale. 
M'he  Mystery  at  Shoneliff 

School. 
Claimed  at  Last,  and  Roy's 

Edward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 


The  Cuckoo  in  the  P.p  bin's 
John's  Mistake.          [Nest. 
Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 
Surly  Bob. 
The  History  of  Five  Little 

Pitchers. 

The  Giant's  Cradle. 
Shag  and  Doll. 


Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  BrilL 
Harry  Maxwell. 
A  Banished  Monarch. 


•Little   Folks"  Painting   Books. 

Water-Colour  Painting,     is.  each. 

Fruits  and  Blossoms  for  "Little  Folks"     I    The   "Little  Folks" 
to  Paint.  Book.    Cloth  only.  as. 

The  "Little  Folks"  Illuminating  BOOK. 


With  Text,   and   Outline   Illustrations  for 
Proverb  Painting 


Eighteenpenny  Story  Books.    All  Illustrated  throughout. 


Wee  Willie  Winkie. 
Ups   and    Downs    of  a  Don- 
key's TA  e. 

Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 
Up  the  Ladder. 
Dick's  Hero ;  &  other  Stories.- 
The  Chip  Boy. 


Kaggles,  Baggies,  and  the 

Emperor. 

Roses  from  -.Thorns. 
Faith's  Father. 
By  Land  and  Sea. 
The  Young  Berringtous. 
Jeff  and  Leff. 


Tom  Morris's  Error. 

Worth  more  than  Gold. 

"  Through    Flood— Through 

Fire." 
The   Gurl   with   the   Golden 

Locks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <L  Company's  Publications. 


The  "  World  in  Pictures  "  Series.     Illustrated  throughout,     as.  6d.  each. 
A  Bamble  Hound  France. 
All  the  Russias. 
Chats  about  Germany. 
The  Land  of  the  Pyramids  (Egypt). 
Peeps  into  China. 


The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Hound  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India). 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Cheap  Editions  of  Popular  Volumes  for  Young  People.    Illustrated.    25.  6d. 

each. 

Esther  West.       |       Thre^  Homes.       I       For  Queen  and  King.      |       Working  to  Win. 
Perils  Afloat  ana  Brigands  Ashore. 


Two-Shilling  Story  Books.    All  Illustrated. 

The  Children  of  the  Court. 
A  Moonbeam  Tangle. 
Maid  Marjory. 
The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tip- 

pertons. 
Marion's  Two  Homes. 


Stories  of  the  Tower. 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
Siiay  Cunningham's  TriaL 
The  Top  of  the    Ladder: 

How  to  Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Ma&ge  and  her  Friends. 


Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book. 
School  Girls. 


Two  Fourpenny  Bits. 

Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Aunt  Tabitha's  Waifs. 

In  Mischief  Again. 

Through  Peru  to  Fortune. 

Fe<Sgy.  and  other  Tales. 


Half-Crown  Story  Books. 


Little  Hinges. 

Margaret's  Enemy. 

Pen's  Perplexities. 

Notable  Shipwrecks. 

Golden  Days. 

Wonders  of  Common  Things. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


Truth  will  Out. 

Matures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood. 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Lifa.    By 

the  Rev.  Dr.  Landels. 
The  True  Glory  of  Woman.     By  the  Rev. 

Dr.  Landels. 
Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Washiiu^or.). 


Three-and-Sixpenny  Books.    Illustrated. 


The  Family  Honour. 


Fairy  Tales.    By  Prof.  Henry  Morley. 
Peggy  Oglivie's  Inheritance. 


Cassell's  Pictorial  Scrap  Book. 

cloth  back,  35.  6d.  per  Vol. 
Our  Scrap  Book. 
The  Seaside  Scrap  Book. 
The  Little  Folks'  Sciap  Bcok. 


In  Six  Sectional   Volumes.      Paper  boards, 

I         The  Magpie  Scrap  Book. 
The  Lion  Scrap  Book. 
Ihe  Elephant  Scrap  Book. 


Library  of  Wonders.    Illustrated  Gift-books  for  Boys.     Paper,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Wonderful  Adventures.  I          Wonders  of  Bodily  Strength  and  Skill. 

Wonderful  Escapes. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones.    Fully  Illustrated. 


Ehymes  for  the  Young  Folk.  By  William 
Allingham.  Beautifully  Illustrated.  3$.  6d. 

The  buuday  Scrap  Book.  With  One  Thou- 
sand Pictures.  Boards.  53. ;  cloth.  75.  6d. 

The  History  Scrap  Book.  With  nearly 
1,000  Engravings,  ss. ;  cloth,  75.  6d. 

Caesell's  Robinson  Crusoe.  With  100 
Illustrations.  Cloth,  35.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  55. 


The  Old  Fairy  Tales.  With  Original  Illus- 
trations. Boards,  is. ;  clo-.li,  is.  6d. 

My  Diary.  With  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  and 
366  Woodcuts,  is. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress.  With  Coloured 
Jllustrati.  ns.  as.  6d. 

Cassell's  Swiss  Family  Kobinson.  Illus- 
trated. Cloth,  35.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  55. 


The  World's  Workers.     A  Series   of 

Authors.     Witn  Portraits  printed  on  a 
Dr.  Arnold  of  Rugby.    By  Rose  E.  Selie. 
The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury. 
Sarah  Robinson,  Agues  Weston,  and  Mrs. 

Meredith. 
Thomas    A.  Edison    and    Samuel   F.    B. 

Morse. 

Mrs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Carpenter. 
General  Gordon. 
Charles  Dickens. 

Sir  Titus  Salt  and  George  Moore. 
Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine  Marsh, 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  Mrs.  Ran- 

yardf'L.  N.  R."). 


New  and    Original  Volumes    by  Popular 
tint  as  Frontispiece,     is.  each. 

I    Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew,  Elihu   Bur- 

ritt,  Joseph  Livesey. 
Sir  Henry  Havelook   and  Colin  Campbell 

Lord  Clyde. 
Abraham  Lincoln. 
David  Livingstone. 
George  Muller  and  Andrew  Reed. 
Richard  Cobden. 
Benjamin  Fraujclin. 
Handel. 

Turner  the  Artist. 
U-eorge  and  Robert  Stephenson. 


•»•  The  above  Works  (excluding  Richard  Cobden)  tan  also  le  had  't  Iirtein  One  Yol.,  cto'.h.gilt  eJ;es,  y. 

CASSELL   <fc    COMPANY,    Limited,    Lttdgate   Hill,  Loncton ; 
1  arts  d;  Melbourne. 
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